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BED ROCK 


ACT 1 


SCENE 


The face of a broken precipice with ledges and pinnacles 
whitened by sea-birds. From down eatreme fh. 
ascends a rough, natural stair, which, after passing 
a large and fairly smooth ledge or platform in the | 
rock, wanders away up the precipice and through 
a cleft out of sight up R. The platform referred 
to is not more than a yard above the usual level of the 
stage. It is fairly spacious, a little more than half 
the usual depth of the stage. From this platform 
the rock rises some five or six feet to another platform 
of similar character, though smaller. From the 
back of this higher platform the rock rises sheer to 
the flies. There is a cleft in it, about L.C., in which 
characters may take refuge and be out of sight of 
the audience. From the L. end of the upper 
platform there is a rough, natural stairway wander- 
ing up the precipice up L. A small glimpse of 
the sky is to be had above rock up R. The tvme 
is five o’clock in the morning on a summer day, 
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but itis none too warm. The light is cold and white 
with a suggestion of mist. (The whiteness of the 
light 1s important. It must not be yellow.) The 
seas, rough and angry at the base of the rock, are 
barely audible from the scene of the play, which 
is high up the precipice. The curtain goes up on 
an empty scene. The distant murmur of the seas 
as heard. 

Now from down extreme R. a figure stumbles up the 
rock. He wears the plain black clothes suitable 
to a valet and over them a life-belt. His clothes 
are sopping wet. His countenance is as Greek 
and aristocratic as a footman’s often is. He 
1s a splendid man physically. This is Wrtt1aM 
DREDGE, valet to Lewis Gunstr. He is groaning 
and whimpering as he climbs. As soon as he 
reaches the lower platform he falls gratefully on 
his knees. 


Wituiam. Thank God for a bit of land. Oh, thank © 
God ! 


(He crouches up under the back wall of the low platform 
and stares down R. 

Another head and shoulders now appear on the rock 
stairway down R. This is Norman CHASE, a 
bright youngster of twenty-three. He wears evening 
dress and a life-belt and is also soaked to the skin. 
As he climbs he helps IRENE MartTINETTI, holding 
her left hand in his right. The two stumble on to 
the platform together. IRENE MaRTINETTI wears 
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a man’s overcoat. She is a dark beauty and her 
plentiful black hair is down. On her feet are 
dancing sandals, and beneath the fringe of the 
overcoat the audience catches a glimpse of pink 
fleshings.) 


IreENE. Boy! Boy! I shall freeze to death. 


(She is semi-hysterical. She speaks good English, 
but her accent is foreign.) 


Norman. Oh, I say, do try and stick it. It’s 
fearful for you. Would my life-belt be any use ? 


(He takes it off.) 


IRENE. No, no. Iam wet to the skin. Oh, isn’t 
there any shelter 2? Where on earth are we ? 

Norman (throwing his life-belt aside). Heaven only 
knows. It’s a good job old Masterman was in our 
boat. He’s a famous scientist and ought to smell 
things out. Sit under the rock here. I must help 
the others. 


(He makes her sit with her back to the rock not far from 
Wituiam Dreper. Then he goes down extreme 
R. and offers his hand to a man who is clambering 
up and pulling a woman with him. The man is 
GRINDLEY MAsTEeRMAN, a tall, spare, distinguished- 
looking man wearing pince-nez. The woman 1s 
CHARLOTTE SHELTON, an elderly maiden lady. 
Both of the new-comers are in evening dress and 
wear life-belts.) 
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MastTeRMAN (to NoRMAN). Thanks. Come along, 
Miss Shelton. One more effort! Ah! This has the 
appearance of a raised beach. We’reinluck. You'll 
be able to rest at last. 

(Both he and CHARLOTTE SHELTON come on to the 

platform. They are both very wet.) 
I suppose we may as well take these things off now. 
(Both remove their life-belts..) Look (to Norman) 
at this unfortunate girl. Wasn’t she dancing at the 
concert when we struck ? 

Norman. That’s right. 

MASTERMAN. Who is she ? 

Norman. The famous Martinetti. Don’t you 
remember what a success she was at the Palace ? 
She was going to fulfil an engagement at Tokio. 
Looks as if she’ll have to walk part of the way, 
doesn’t it ? 

MASTERMAN. I believe she’s fainted, poor soul. 


(MasTERMAN and NorMAN hurry to IRENE’S side and 

massage her hands and feet. CHARLOTTE SHELTON 

_ has seated herself on one of the rough steps of the 

R. stairway and produced from her pocket some 

crochet work. She proceeds to work at it diligently. 

A placid woman this, very difficult to ruffle, ney 
silent, and very resigned.) 


MASTERMAN. That’s right, my child. (IRENE is 
stirring.) Ive got a drain of brandy here; get it 
down. 
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(He produces a very small flask and with NORMAN’S 
help pours the brandy down the girl’s throat.) 


IrENE. Oh thank you, thank you. You are good. 
I’d better get up and move about. (She gets on her 
feet.) 

MastermMANn. That’sright. Don’t give way again. 
Jump here on this ledge (he indicates higher platform) 
and skip about. 

(IRENE climbs up and executes a frenzied pas seul.) - 
I say (to Norman), who’s this fellow ? 


(He jerks his head towards WILLIAM DREDGE, who 
stall sits sullen and miserable.) 


Norman. Don’t know—He’s good-looking enough 
to be a footman. Let’s ask him—lI say, excuse me 
—who are you ? 

WituramM. I’m Dredge, Mr Guest’s valet. Has 
that gentleman got any more brandy left ? 

MASTERMAN (stiffly). If I had, it would be kept 
for the ladies. 

Wittiam. I’ve got as much right to live as 
anybody. 

Norman (aside to MASTERMAN). Shall I kick him ? 

MastTERMAN. Not yet—How sensible you are, 
Miss Shelton. That’s the way to keep your fingers 
warm. 

CHaRLoTTE. And your mouth shut. Better do 
this than talk—or grumble. If I’m chattering it’s 
only with cold. 
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-- (NoRMAN goes up to [RENE and admiringly watches 
her capering.) 


MASTERMAN. Quite so—Here comes your niece 
with that stout man. A commercial traveller, I 
fancy. And, by the way, (sotto voce) who is the boy 
here ? | 

(He nods towards NORMAN.) 


CHARLOTTE. I have noidea, I noticed him on the 
ship, but I didn’t like his socks. 

MASTERMAN (going down R. and giving his hand 
to a new arrival). Hang on to me, sir—How do 
you feel, Miss Loveday ? 

Lovepay (still off). Awful, awful, Mr Masterman. 
And we’re all soaked, through and through. What- 
ever is this wretched place ? 

MasTERMAN. I hope to be able to tell you soon. 
It’s certainly somewhere on the Japanese coast. 


(MattHEW Rosinson, leading LOVEDAY, appears on 
the platform. He is in evening dress and life-belt 
and is dismally wet.) 


ROBINSON (who is a stoutish, side-whiskered person). 
Well I’m bound to say that it is very fortunate you 
were in our boat, Mr Masterman. I wouldn’t mind 
being wrecked anywhere in the company of a Fellow 
of the Royal Society. It is quite a distinction, quite 
a distinction. 

MASTERMAN (ignoring him and taking LovEDAyY’s 
hands). You are cold—much too cold ! 
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LOVEDAY. So’s the sea. 


(He takes off her life-belt. Sheis a beautiful fair-haired 
girl of about nineteen. The sea-water has made 
sad havoc of her pretty evening frock.) 


_ Norman (to IRENE, who has gracefully sunk down on 
the floor of upper platform). Warmer now ? 

IRENE. Oh yes, thank you very much. (She looks 
round.) What is that hole? Why, it is a sort 
of cave. (She goes up to the cleft behind her.) It 
should be warmer in there. Oh, if only we could 
make a fire. 


(She disappears through the cleft followed 
by NORMAN.) 


LovepDAy (after her life-belt has been removed). ‘The 
horror of it! The utter horror of it! Auntie, how 
can you sit there so calmly. (She sits by CHARLOTTE 
and puts her head in her aunt's lap.) 

CHARLOTTE. Its all for the best, my child. I 
never liked the young man, although he did once blow 
up my air-cushion. I don’t think you would have 
been happy with him. 

LovEDAY (in anguish). But to see him drowned 
before my eyes ! 

CHARLOTTE. Perhaps one of the other boats picked 
him up. We did all we could. 

RoBINSON (gutetly to MastERMAN). Is she talking 
about the young fellow who was washed out of our 
craft ? 

MasTERMAN. Yes. She was engaged to him. 
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Ropinson. I’m bound to say that’s very sad. He 
may, however, cling to a barrel or something, and be © 
saved after all. | 


(Lovepay has her head in her aunt’s lap.) 


MASTERMAN. Do you mind telling me your name, 
sir ? 

Ropinson. Robinson, Matthew Robinson. Of 
course I know who you are. And these ladies—their 
name is Shelton, is it not 2 | 

MastERMAN. Yes. They were the only people 
in our boat that I knew. The girl is the daughter of 
the British Consul at Tokio—just finished her school- 
ing, poor child. Here comes that chap who handled 
the boat. Who is he ? | 

Ropinson. His name’s Guest—Lewis Guest—an 
officer I think. 3 

MASTERMAN. He saved our lives. It was mar- 
vellous how he got that boat in. 

GuEst (heard shouting below). Is that skunk of 
mine up there ? | 

MastERMAN. Yotr valet’s here, if you mean 
him. 

Gusst. Right! Then yow’re all safely up. Can 
anyone catch this rope? There’s a crate come 
ashore. We can smash it up for a fire for the ladies. 

MastTERMAN. Splendid! Up with it! 


(The rope is flung up and MastERMAN and ROBINSON 
haul on it, bringing up a large wooden crate to the 
platform.) 
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Ropinson. This is excellent, excellent! Im 
ound to say Providence is on our side. We shall 
oon be able to obtain a light by rubbing two pieces 
f wood together. 

‘MastEeRMAN (drily). It’s quicker to use a match. 
‘an you see any of the other boats? My eye- 
ight is so vile. I just make out the ship and 
hat’s all. 

Rosinson (after looking long and carefully). Not 
ne,notone. But the mist is so thick. 

MASTERMAN. Poor people! They'll all be swept 
way into the Pacific—must be. It’s only too likely 
hat we are the sole survivors. What an end to a 
arty of pleasure! 

Lewis Guest clambers from down R. on to the lower 
platform. He ts a good-looking chap of about 
thirty, in evening dress and as wet as the rest. He 

- has discarded his coat.) 

Nill you let me shake your hand, sir? (Zo GuEst.) 

Ne owe our lives to you. | 

Gusst. Forget it, my dear chap. Don’t talk 
bout such a trifle. Your name’s Masterman—eh ? 
didn’t meet you on the ship, but we all knew you 
vere the famous scientist, of course. 

MASTERMAN. Say geologist, Mr Guest. 

GuEST. Quite so. Well, have you had a look 
ound. Shall you be able to tell us where we are ? 


(A sharp, practical chap this. A snap in his 
tongue, and eyes everywhere.) 
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MasTERMAN. I hope so. I think I may say that 
we're on the Japanese coast right enough. 

Guest. Ah! Then we’re devilish lucky—all of 
us. May I ask your name, sir ? (70 RoBINSON.) 

Rogpinson. Robinson, Matthew Robinson. I’m 
bound to say we have been very lucky—Mr Guest—_ 
lucky to have you in our boat. 

Gusst. M’yes—We’ll have to be back in her soon 
—the boat, I mean. 

WILLIAM (growling from the back). Back in her. 
Not me. 

GurEst. The ship won’t last long, though the seas 
are going down. We must get some clothes and some: 
food before she breaks up altogether. 

MASTERMAN. Quite right. We may be miles from 
the nearest inhabited region. 

GusEst. Yes, and these poor women must be 
suffering terribly. You'd better come with me, 
Robinson, and you (fo WILLIAM), you worthless 
hound. If you’re sea-sick again [ll drown you. I 
want one more. Where’s that young chap we had 
with us ? 

(At this moment NoRMAN appears from the cleft at the 
back of the wpper platform followed by IRENE.) 
Ah, there he is. May I ask your name, sir ? 
Norman. Er—Chase, Norman Chase. 


(LRENE sits down on edge of upper platform and, 
removing her sandals, rubs her feet.) 


GusstT. Right, Chase. I shall want you to form 
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one of the crew to row back to the ship and get off 
some food and clothes. I reckon we shall be able to 
go in half an hour. 

Norman. Certainly. . 

CHARLOTTE (fo GuEsT). And I do beg you'll hunt 
for my air-cushion. This is the hardest cliff I ever 
sat on in my life. 

MASTERMAN (who has been peering at the rock). Itis 
a sort of granitic formation, I fancy—a plutonian 
rock ae aN a doubt. 

Guszst. You must tell me where your things are, 
Miss Shelton. (He moves towards LovEeDAy and her 
aunt.) 


(NoRMAN comes down L. of MASTHRMAN, 
who is L. of GUEST.) 


Norman. Do you mind (fo MasTERMaAN) intro- 
ducing me to that chap ? 

MASTERMAN. Oh certainly! Mr Guest! (GuzstT 
turns and comes to him)—this is Mr Chase. Mr Chase 
—Mr Guest. 


(Guzst smiles while MASTERMAN goes up 
to speak to IRENE.) 


Norman (after a bow). Oh, I say, do you know the 
Guests at Hampstead ? I come from Hampstead. 
They’re awfully nice people. The girls are simply 
ripping. One’s engaged to that chap who was going 
to play for England, but got pipped by a wasp sting. 
You'll remember his name. His mother wrote, 
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** Lest you will never know.’’ She’s a sweet old lady. 
They used to have money. I hope I’m not boring 
you ? 

Gusst. Not a bit! But you'll excuse me 
now. : 

(He goes to LovepDAY, who is still in her aunt's arms, 
and kneeling by her, puts his hand protectingly and 
comfortingly on her head.) 

Cheer up, Loveday. We'll soon have a fire and 

some warm clothing. The sea is going down 

splendidly. (He takes her hand and rubs tt im 

his own.) | 

Rosinson (fo Norman). So you come from 

Hampstead, eh ? I’m bound to say its quite one of 

my favourite suburbs. 

Norman. Er—yes. (7’0 MAstERMAN) D’you think 
you could introduce me to this gentleman ? 

MASTERMAN (smiling and coming down stage). Why, 
certainly. Mr Robinson—Mr Chase. Mr Chase—Mr 

Robinson. (He returns to [RENE.) | 

Norman (after a bow). How do you do ? 
(They hesitate and then shake hands.) 

Do you know Hampstead well ? 

Ropinson. Not as well as I could wish, I’m bound 
to say. I come from Kensington. 

Norman. North Ken or West Ken ? 

Ropinson. Er—South Ken. 

Norman. Oh yes. How ripping. Near the 

Museum thing. Do you know the Phillipsons ? 

They’re awfully well known in South Ken. They 
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keep three cars—so funny—one for themselves, one for 
the maids, and one for the dogs, because they take 
them everywhere. Theson’saripper. He was in the 
O.M.T.’s, but the Cap got stilty with him, and now 
he’s outside three for Blackheath. As you say, not 
quite the Quins, but still it’s ‘“‘ the Club,” isn’t it ? 

Gusst. I think you should be scouring round 
now, Masterman. 

MASTERMAN. I’m ready and eager. Will you 
come ? 

GuEsT. I'll stay here and break up this crate and 
get a fire going. But somebody must go with you. 
You, Robinson, and it will do you ladies no harm to 
move about. What do you say, Miss Martinetti ? 

IRENE (emphatically). I will not sit still. DU go 
with Mr Masterman. | 

CHARLOTTE. And so will I. 

Gurst. That’s splendid. You shall help me with 
the wood, Loveday. 

Norman. And shall I 

Guest. You take William with you down to the 
boat and bail it out. Use your shoes for bailers if 
you can’t find anything else. If William won’t work, 
kick him into the sea. 

Norman. With the greatest pleasure. Forward, 
William. : 


(WiLLIAM rises and slinks resentfully off down R. 
followed by NorMan. 
MASTERMAN takes a path by the steps ascending up R.) 
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MASTERMAN. Come along, Robinson. Give Miss 
Martinetti your hand. I’ll take Miss Shelton’s. I 
hope we may bring back good news. | 


(Lait with Miss Suetton, followed by 
ROBINSON and IRENE.) 


GuEst (driving his feet through the flimsy crate). I. 
have only-one knife, but you can use that while I 
break the thing up. 

Lovepay. I shan’t be much use. 

Gurst. Loveday, try and forget. You never 
really loved poor Pertway. Your aunt told me so. 

Lovepay. Why was that one man of all washed © 
out of the boat? Why must he die? The man I. 
wronged. q 

GurEst. You did not wrong him. You never 
wronged any created thing. | 

LovepAy. I promised to marry him and an hour — 
afterwards I found it was alla mistake. Ishould have © 
told him at once and not put it off. I was a blighter | 
not to, Lewis. | ; 

GuEst (giving her his knife and a piece of wood). 
That was Providence. He was spared the blow of 
losing you. Here, use the knife like this. Do some-— 

thing for heaven’s sake, dear. Stop thinking or you © 
will go mad. 
(She takes the knife and listlessly does as she is told.) 
What were you doing when she struck ? 
Lovepay. Sitting with Ernest watching Irene © 
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dance. He didn’t approve of it. There were such 
a number of things he didn’t approve of. 

Gusst. And I had just got the most amazing hand 
at poker I ever saw in my life. King, Queen, Jack, 
ten, nine of hearts; and one of the other fellows had 


four aces. 
(They work at the wood.) 


Lovepay. How awful itis! I can’t grasp it yet. 
I shall be dead myself before I do. And to think 
that crowd of busy, happy people may all be—— 
(She shudders. ) 2 

GusEst. So Masterman says, but I think he’s wrong 
for once. The boats got off all right. | 
_ Lovepay. He’s never wrong, Aunt Charlotte says. 
(She smiles.) 


(They work in silence for a few moments.) 


Gusst. Loveday, we’re in rather a queer position. 
But surely it’s one where we can speak openly without 
hurting one another’s feelings. . | 

Lovepay. Youalwaysdo. From the moment the 
captain introduced you, you were so honest and 
frank. } 

Gusst. But after 1 heard you were engaged to 
young Pertway I entirely shut up then. _ 

Lovepay. I didn’t notice it. 

Gurst. You went on being open and frank. I 
did not. | 

Lovepay. I’m afraid I encouraged you to talk, 
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though I was engaged to Ernest. I suppose that 
was wrong. 

Guzsr. If there was any fault about it, the fault 
was mine. 

LoveDAy. Not at all. Merely a case of ignorance 
being bliss. 

Gusst. It was bliss all right to know you. But 
quite the other thing to hear you had just become 
engaged to a Marconi man. 

LovEpDAy. It’s so dreadfully difficult to explain. 
In fact it seems eee now—now that poor 
Ernest—— 

GurEst. Of course one wondered what on earth 
you had found in him. But one always does. 

LovEpAy. You see he was practically the first 
man I had ever known in my life. He came with all 
the charm of novelty ; and he was so wonderful. He 
really was. He loved to answer my questions. He 
always had an answer for me. You couldn’t puzzle 
him. 

Guxrst. Londoners are all like that. Nothing 
puzzles them. 

Lovepay. And I’mso absurdly enquiring. Every- 
thing interests me. 

Gurst. Pertway didn’t know everything by long 
chalks, whatever he may have pretended. 

Lovepay. I guess what you’re thinking about, 
but he had a soul above sport. He was great on art 
and music and philosophy ; and when I told him I was 
so keen about Marconi and found out that he was a 


ACT 1] BED ROCK 23 


wireless telegraph expert, of course I fell in love 
with him, : 

Gurst. Evidently a fetching profession, Loveday. 

Lovepay. He took auntie and me to his cabin, 
and showed us the case which contained the machinery. 
He was so fearfully interesting. And he told me 
trade secrets and swore me to secrecy. And you 
can’t help feeling something for a man who swears 
you to secrecy about trade secrets. Any woman 


would. 


Guxst (handing her another piece of wood). H’m. 
Chop this. 

Lovepay. Interest grew and grew until, of course, 
Ernest filled my life. 

Guest. Before I was introduced. 

Lovepay. Yes—and after, but I’m afraid only a 
little while after. He was so quick-minded. He 
almost knew what I was going to say before I said 
it sometimes. 

Gusst. Rather uncanny. 

Lovepay. That was love, of course. And then— 
he wrote a poem to me—perfectly original and yet 
extraordinarily like something in Browning. That 
was curious, because he didn’t like Browning. 

Guzst. Nor do I. 

Lovepay. He put Keats first—even before 
Shakespeare, because he said Keats was a Londoner 
and Shakespeare a provincial. And so it went on 
until—well 

Guxrst. He was good-looking, I suppose. 
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Lovepay. He was—wonderfully. I’ve seen his 
face almost transfigured. His eyes often glimmered 
in the dark like phosphorus. 

Guest. No doubt he was all right in the dark. 

LovepDay. Lewis! 

Guest. Oh, I’m not running him down. I know 
he knew a thing or two about art and books and all 
that. Just the sort of man to make a girl lose her 
head, of course. 

Lovepay. He loved me, Lewis, he loved me 
terribly—‘‘in the grand manner” he said it was. 
He was so fiery and furious about it. He had a B.A. 
degree at the University of London—or it may have 
been M.A., I forget. 

Guest. It doesn’t matter now, poor chap. 

Lovepay. He was a Nietszchean—if you know 
what that is. It’s awfully difficult to pronounce, 
and still more so to explain. He said that truth 
wasn’t everything and that art is with us so that we 
shan’t die of too much truth. Of course, that’s going 
too far. 

Gusstr. I should think it was. All artists are more 


- or less mad and more or less liars. 


LoveDAY. Isuppose a sportsman is never a liar. 

Gurst. Notif he plays polo. It isn’t like golf and 
fishing. Well, go on. 

Lovepay. I honestly thought I loved him madly, 
but—— 

Gurst. If you’ve never been in love, it’s very easy 
to mistake the symptoms ; if you have—(he looks at 
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her meaningly and tenderly) then you never can 
again. 

Lovepay. The day after I accepted him I began to 
suffer from a dim, dreadful, hollow sort of feeling 
right at the back of my head. (Puts up her hand.) 

Guest. I know. I’ve had it. 

Lovepay. You! 

Guxst. You're confessing, Loveday, not I. 

Lovepay. You see, Aunt Charlotte wanted to 
know about his income and prospects ; and after he 
heard that I had only fifty-five pounds a year of my 
own, he became very evasive on the subject of money. 
In fact he said he despised it. 

Gusst. People often do—when they’ve got none. 
You never heard of a rich man despising it. 

-Lovepay. He was a poet and a dreamer. Some- 
times he didn’t seem quite real—even to me—just a 
lovable shadow with phosphorescent eyes. 

Gusst. Like the cat in Alice in Wonderland. I 
don’t want to say anything unkind, but I believe you 
were fascinated by that North London accent. 

LoveDAy. Oh no, Lewis. It was his mind—not 
his accent. 

Gusst. Loveday, be dead straight. If you’d met 
' me first, would you—could you have chosen Ernest 
Pertway 2? 

Lovepay. Don’t ask that. It’s not sporting. 
He’s gone. I must be loyal to him now. 

Guest. To his memory. I’ve no objection what- 
ever to that. But now he’s in a better world and you 
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are free—so am I. And we’ve got to look ahead. 
That’s the trouble about being alive. Pertway will - 
never have to look ahead again. That’s the sole 
advantage of being dead. See? I loved you from 
the very first moment I saw you. 

Lovepay. What nonsense. Youcouldn’t. Even 
Ernest didn’t pretend that. 

Gusst. It’s true. I began to live for the first 
time in my life. And now it’s my turn to confess. 
I want you to share the world with me—to the end, 
and the next world too, for ever and ever. 

Lovepay. You make things cruelly difficult for 
me. 

Gusst. I trust my instinct. If I’m cruel, it is the 
last time I shall be cruel. But, Loveday, Loveday, 
my darling girl, somehow—it’s cheek but. it’s true— 
somehow I feel you’re a little bit glad—glad I have 
told you. 

Lovepay. Yes, Lewis, yes. Of course I’m glad, 
but at a time like this, is it nice ? 

Gust. It’s nice at any time to hear a girl say that 
she loves you. 

Lovepay (reproachfully). Lewis! I haven’t. I 
don’t think any girl nowadays would go as far as that, 
not till she’s married at any rate. — 

Guxrst. Your eyes have told me. 

Lovepay. Must I say it—now ? 

Guzst. Loveday—now—now. What mortal man 
could wait ? Here, on the face of this precipice, with 
Mother Nature at her grimmest. Tell these old rocks 
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that you love me—if you can’t tell me. Whisper it 
to them, Loveday. 

LOVEDAY (going up to the wall at the back of the 
platform and resting her golden head against the grim 
rocks). Yes, yes, I love him. I love him. (She 
caresses the rock with her hands.) God bless you, old 
rocks, for saving us. God bless you for saving him 
for me. (She extends her hands to Lewis.) Oh, my 
dear, my dear ! 


(Lewis snatches her to his breast.) 


Norman (scurrying up the rock stairway from 
down f). Ive drained the boat as dry as a bone. 
Hello! 
| (GuEsT releases LOVEDAY.) 

I’m awfully sorry. 

Gurst. Ah, Mr Chase. H’m. We—lI suppose— 
well—er—Miss Shelton and I are engaged to be 
married. | 

Norman. So glad. Hope it won’t be a long 
engagement. But I say—excuse me, was it really 
possible to propose to a girl at five o’clock in the 
morning ? And in your shirt-sleeves too ! 

Guest. Bit unusual, Chase, eh? Give them a 
shock at Hampstead, I daresay. | 

Norman. Oh, I’mnotsneering. I’m only learning. 
I’ve picked up quite a lot since yesterday. I think 
its awfully sporting of a girl to accept a man when 
he looks more like a broken-down waiter than anything 
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else. (Shakes hands with Guest.) And if you can 
do it why not—(points to himself). 

GuEsST (going down R.). Where’s William ? 

Norman. Down there eating what he thinks are 
limpets. He'll find they weren’t presently. 

GuEst. Was he any use ? 

Norman. Absolutely N.G. He wouldn’t do a 
stroke. 

Gusst. How the dickens the rat got into our boat 
I don’t know. 

NormMAN. Well, rats always leave a sinking ship, 
don’t you know, eh? Rather good, what? It was 
so pitch dark that I don’t suppose he realised that he 
was taking his master with him. , 

Gusst. He'll realise it now. (He moves down R.) 

Norman. Oh I say, before you go, do you mind 
introducing me ? 

GuEST (smiling). With pleasure. Mr Norman 
Chase—Miss Loveday Shelton. (He goes down the 
stairway down £.) 

Norman (shaking hands with LovEDAy). How do 
you do? This is awfully romantic of you getting 
engaged on these beastly rocks. I don’t suppose 
there’s ever been a really high-class romance here 
before. 

Lovepay. I was so afraid we had shocked you, 
Mr Chase. 7 

Norman. Oh no! Nothing shocks you when 
you're twenty-three. Afterwards it’s different. Isay, 
do you know the Sheltons at Beckenham. They’re 
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dear people really. I once was frightfully keen on 
_ one of the girls. She was only a flapper, but not at 

all a flappy flapper—far from it. She certainly knew 
a great deal too much, but quite a sweet girl really. 
I say, I hope I’m not boring you. 

Lovepay. Not a bit. I like you for being so 
lively and jolly in these terrible circumstances. 

Norman. That’s awfully nice of you. I tried to 
get to know you on the ship. Being a pleasure cruise 
I thought I might. But I couldn’t manage it— 
couldn’t get near you—too shy. Of course I admired 
you frightfully, and now you’re engaged I’m down 
and out, of course. 

Lovepay. But, Mr Chase, surely you and Irene 
Martinetti——? 

Norman. Yes, that’s true—in a way. Of course 
you've noticed it ? But it’s rather N.E., I’m afraid. 
You see my father’s a linen-draper thing and Irene’s 
a famous artist. Drapery’s not her strong point— 
is it ? 

Lovepay. Oh, believe me, Mr Chase, that wouldn’t 
matter. What else do you know about her ? 

Norman. Her father was an Italian, and her 
mother French, and she was born in Madrid. That’s 
all I’ve had time to find out—awfully interesting 
though. 

Lovepay. Isee. And your father? Is he a big 
linen-draper ? 

Norman. Ohyes, huge. Tons of shops and all that. 

Lovepay. And you’re the only son ? 
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Norman. What do you think? I beg your 
pardon, I mean “‘ Yes.”’ 

Lovepay. Then there’s hope for you, Mr Chase. 
Very few girls would refuse a large linen-draper’s only 
son. It makes an immense difference. 

Norman. I suppose it does. Of course I can’t 
be sure about the pater. I was keen on a “‘ Revue ”’ 
girl rather like Irene only last March, and that’s why 
he sent me off on this voyage. It was a fearful blow 
in a way; but I’m nearly over it now. I flung her 
photograph out of my cabin porthole three nights 
ago. I sometimes wish the governor wasn’t so oofy. 
Money’s an awful bore, don’t you think? I should 
hate to be loved just for—— 


(He is interrupted by the sound of GUEST’S voice.) 


GuEsST (pushing W1LLIAM before him up the stairway 
down &.). You won’t work, won’t you? Why 
won’t you work ? 

WILLIAM (clambering on to the platform). I can’t 
work. I’m half-frozen. 

Guszst. So are we all. You'll suffer for this, 
Dredge. , 

WitiiaM. Aren’t I sufferin’ already ? I didn’t 
want to go round the world. It’s your fault. You 
brought me. 

Gusst. If you were in a fit condition to defend 
yourself I’d— (threatens him). 

Lovepay (putting her hand in GuEsT’s arm). 
Lewis dear, he can’t help it. He’s built that way. 
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Gurst. Very well, dear. I won’t unbuild him at 
present. (Zo WiLLIAM) Get out of my sight. 
(WILLIAM slinks up the stairway and gets on to the 

upper platform. Here he finds the cavity in the 
wall and enters it.) 
You’ve made a good job of that boat, Chase. We 
must be off as soon as the others come back. Climb 
up and see if you can see them. 
(NoRMAN clambers up stairway up R. and momentarily 
goes out of sight. 
GUEST goes to LOVEDAY and puts his arms round her.) 
Loveday! My Loveday ! 


(She smiles into his face and, bending her 
head, kisses his sleeve.) 


NorRMAN (re-appearing). ‘There’s a splendid place 
here for a fire. Nicely sheltered. 

GuEst. Right. Ill come up and have a look 
at it. 


(NORMAN goes out of sight. Gust kisses LOVEDAY 
again. She laughs happily.) 


Norman (re-appearing and descending on to higher 
platform). Herethey come. And I’m hanged if they 
look very cheerful. 


(MastERMAN followed by CHARLOTTE SHELTON and 
IRENE MaARTINETTI descend the steps. IRENE goes 
on to the higher platform and joins NornMAN. She 
rests her head on his shoulder.) 
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Norman. Good Lord! What’s up, Irene ? 


(MastTERMAN with Miss SHELTON, who seats herself with 
a sigh on the stairway R., and promptly resumes 
her crochet work. JoBINSON appears last on the 
stairway. He looks very scared. He stops on the 
stairway and leans against the rock wall.) 


GusrstT. Well, Mr Masterman, what news have 
you ? Can you tell us where we are ? 7 

MASTERMAN (gravely). I can. I know only too 
well. 


-(MASTERMAN’S speech and manner is absolutely con- 
vincing. The audience should feel that here is a 
man who knows what he is talking about.) 


GuEstT. Out with it, man, out with it! 
(MASTERMAN hesitates.) 


RoBInson (from up the stairway). We are on a 
rock entirely surrounded by water. | 

Guest. Surrounded by water! (LOVEDAY moves 
to GUEST.) 

MastERMAN. We are on a barren rock three 
hundred miles from the coast of Japan. 


(WILLIAM re-appears from out of the cavity in the wall 
at the back of the higher platform.) 


WiiuiaAM. What’s he say? (All eyes are on 
MASTERMAN. ) 
MASTERMAN. There is not a shadow of doubt in 
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my mind. We are on the Toko Rock. It is a 
scientific discovery of immense importance but, in 
the circumstances, quite useless to us and every- 
body else. 

Guzst. Let’s have the details of this, Masterman. 

Don’t beat about. Be scientific, but brief. 
_ Masterman. This island was discovered by the 
Abbé Hugot on his third voyage in 1735. It has 
often been looked for since, but never successfully. 
After one hundred and eighty-one years, I, Grindley 
Masterman, have re-discovered it. 

GusEst. But, my dear fellow, how can you be so 
sure ? 

MasTERMAN. Listen. The Toko Rock, according 
to the Abbé, is the historic tomb of the Emperor Lang 
Sing, the last of the Chin Lu Dynasty. The story 
goes that the Emperor was attracted to it by its 
shape, which resembled a Japanese bed of the period. 
That is why it was called the Toko Rock, the bed rock. 
He had his tomb carved out of the crags at the 
summit. Over it, cut from the living precipice, 
stands a colossus intended to represent him. When 
the mists lift we shall see it above us. I had my 
suspicions before I explored. ‘Those steps have been 
used before. That landing-place you found, Mr 
Guest, was not so natural as it looked. 

Guxst. A rock in mid-ocean! This is horrible! 

MastTERMAN. You have only to study our environ- 
ment with the eye of an expert to feel no further 
doubt. It’s a splendid, a marvellous discovery. It 
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thrills me to the bone scientifically. But practically, 
we are in a very unpleasant position. 

Lovepay. What it comes to is that we are on a 
desert island. 

MastERMAN. A desert island, yes. 

Norman. A dreary desert island and a damp 
dress-suit. . 

IrENE. Don’t be amusing, Norman. 

ROBINSON (descending the stairway). I’m bound to 
say this is a most extraordinary thing. I’ve had a 
presentiment all my life that I should be marooned 
on a desert island. You see, my name is Robinson. 

NoRMAN. Quite so, Robinson. 

Rosinson. I’ve read Robinson Crusoe and The 
Swiss Family Robinson hundreds of times. I’ve often 
looked into Peter Robinson’s. I’ve soaked myself 
in the literature of desert islands, and now I’m on one, 
and yet not in the least alarmed. Isn’t that an 
amusing coincidence ? 

Gusst. Masterman, is there any water ? ; 
MASTERMAN, Nota drop. Once—so history tells 
us—a series of bad storms prevented the ships from 
reaching the builders. And hundreds of Japanese 

craftsmen died here of starvation and thirst. 


(IRENE groans.) 


LovEepDAY. Perhaps it will rain, and then we can 
catch water in my mackintosh. 

MASTERMAN (bitterly). One might safely prophesy 
that in England, but here—(he throws up his hands). 
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Rosinson. There should be water. There in- 
variably is on a desert island. But, of course, I take 
your word, Mr Masterman. 

MASTERMAN. I thank you. 

Ropinson. And it seems as though there were no 
bananas, no cocoanuts, no turtles, no bread fruit, and 
no goats. It so upsets all the traditions. One might 
just as well have read nothing on the subject. 


(ROBINSON 2s quite sincere.) 


Guest. Shut up, Robinson. 
Ropinson. Mr Guest! I’m bound to say you’re 
very rude. 
-Lovepay. Not rude—only pre-occupied. 
WixLiiam (suddenly screaming). Look here! I’m 
not going to die here. This man’saliar. Why don’t 
you 
Guest (angrily). Hold your tongue, you waster ! 
Another word from you and we'll pitch you down 
the precipice. It would mean one less to feed. 
Norman. We may have to eat you yet, William. 


(Wiiu1aM slinks back to the wall.) 


Guerst. There’s no need for any violent despond- 
ency. Our first business must be to get as much off 
the steamer as possible before she sinks. We must 
keep a sharp look-out for a sail in future. 

MasterMAN. I wish I could give you any hope. 
But remember that no mortal eye has seen this 
rock for one hundred and eighty-one years, though 
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many have set out to search for it. We are entirely 
out of the track of shipping. | 

Guest. That may be, Masterman ; but when the 
ship struck, the Marconi operators must have de- 
spatched a hundred messages before leaving. They’ll 
have been picked up by someone. 

MASTERMAN (gravely). Iregret to say the Mar- 
coni operators were not at their posts when the ship 
struck. | . 

Gusst. Not at their posts ? 

MASTERMAN. And the whole of the apparatus 
was smashed at the first collision. 

GvuEstT (sternly). How do you know that ? 

MastERMAN. I had the presence of mind to run 
to the Marconi room at once. I found everything in 
ruins. As I came away I met the two young men 
hurrying to their work with scared faces—I told 
them they were too late. One of them blubbered. 
The other used language I need not repeat. 

Guszst. Where had they been ? 

MasTERMAN (slowly). In the music-room. 

GusEst. In the music-room ? . 

MASTERMAN. Yes. Watching —a_ sensational 
and rather daring dance. 


(IRENE cries out.) 


IRENE. Oh, God! How cruel — how cruel 
you are ! 


(She partly swoons in NoRMAN’S arms.) 
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Guest. There need be no more talk of that. Go 
to her, Loveday. ! 
(Lovepay clambers up on the wpper platform and 
assists to soothe RENE.) 

We must be off to the steamer at once. Put on your 

life-belt, Chase. ; 


(ROBINSON and WILLIAM still have theirs on. ) 


IRENE (shrieking hysterically). They say it was my 
fault. Dll drown myself! Ill drown myself! ; 
(She tears her overcoat off, revealing herself in a very — 
daring dancing costume.) 
Take it back (to Gust). Take it back! I shan’t 
want it any more. : 
CHARLOTTE. Put it on at once, you shameless girl ! 
Norman. Irene! Irene! For my sake, please 
keep cool, please, please ! 


(LovepAy and NorMAN coax the coat on again. Then 
Lovepay calms IRmENE down and makes her sit on 
a rock at the back of the platform near the entrance 
to the cavity.) 


GuEST. Come along, Chase—and you, Robinson— 
and you, William. 

Ropinson. I don’t like the idea of a boat. There 
ought to be a raft. And while we are gone, I’m 
bound to say that the other people should endeavour 
to find sea-birds’ eggs. (All this with perfect gravity.) 
The top of the rock is infested with birds that look 
like ducks. 

MASTERMAN. It’s too late in the year for eggs. 
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Rosinson. Pardon me. It was never too late 
in The Swiss Family Robinson. 

LovEeDAY (who has left IRENE and come to the edge 
of the upper platform). Look! Whatever is that in 
the water ? 

MASTERMAN (adjusting his eyeglass). ’*Pon my soul, 
I believe it’s a seal. 

Ropinson. A seal! A seal! We must make 
every endeavour to catch it You can do anything 
with a seal. It means clothes and food and candles. 
You can live for months on a seal. 

Norman. It’s got a life-belt on. 

Rosinson. Impossible. 

Lovepay. It’snotaseal. It’s a man. 


(CHARLOTTE SHELTON actually stops her crochet 
and comes to the edge of the platform.) 


GurEst. By George, yes. It is a man. 

LovEeDAY (uttering a loud scream). Its Ernest. It’s 
Ernest Pertway. I saw his face. 

GuEST. Pertway! By God, you're right. 


(He dashes down the stairway down R.) 
MASTERMAN. What’s he going to do 2 


(IRENE has risen and comes to the edge of the upper 
platform by LovepAy. WILLIAM also comes down 
and stands by them.) 


Rosinson. Heaven knows. Surely he’s not going 
in after him. 


/ 
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Norman. He’s going to plunge for him. Oh, my 
God! They’ll both be cut to pieces. | 
(The women cover their faces with their hands. Even 
the men look away for a moment.) | 
He’s got him. No, Pertway’s gone under. Here, 
I must help him. He’ll never do it. 


(RoBInson and MASTERMAN grab NORMAN.) 


MASTERMAN. Don’t lose your senses. One life’s 
enough. 

Ropinson. Isn’t that the young man who was 
washed out of our boat ? (to MasTERMAN). 

Norman. He’s got him! By hell, he’s pulling 
him in! What a good’un! What a good ’un! 

MAsSTERMAN (replying to RoBINSoN). Yes, yes. 
The Marconi expert. 

Ropinson. Not one of the uncles ? 

MasteRMAN. No, no. He had his own apparatus 
on board, hadn’t he, Miss Loveday ? 

LovEepDay (agonised). Yes, yes. In a case—I saw 
the case—so did auntie. 

MasterRMAN. If he’s alive we can get his things 
off the wreck and he can summon a ship. 

Norman. Imustgo. Imustgo. Look at Guest’s 
head! It’s bleeding like the devil. He’ll sink if 
nobody helps him. Here, give me that damned rope. 
(He snatches up the rope used to pull up the crate and 

scrambles down the stairway. The men try to stop 
him.) 
Blast you! Damn you! Let mego! (He gets away.) 
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MASTERMAN. ‘Two live men for one dead one, eh ? 
Pertway can’t be alive. It’s impossible. 

Ropinson. He may be. He may be. He’s got — 
a sort of grip of the other chap. 

MASTERMAN (while the others shout). He’s got him, 
They’re getting to the rocks. Well done, little Chase. 
You plucky little beggar. Drag ‘em in. Come on, 
Robinson, give ’em a hand. 


(MastERMAN and Rosinson scramble down the statr- 
way. The three women and WILLIAM come to 
the head of the steps.) 


IRENE (from the back of her throat). Good boy! 
Good boy! Good boy! Oh, you splendid kid. 

Witu1am. It don’t seem to me much use. If he’s 
alive, it’s only another mouth to feed; and if he’s 
dead, they’ve got rotten wet all for nothing. For 
proper mugs give me the upper clarses. 

LoveDAy (shouting down the cliff). Oh, is he alive ? 
Is he alive ? 


(There is a grim pause. No answer comes from below. 
Rosinson and MAsTERMAN appear carrying the 
seemingly lifeless body of ERNEestT PERTWAY. 
He wears evening dress and a life-belt. They carry 
him to the centre of the lower platform and commence 

to massage him, pump his arms, and generally 

apply first aid. Norman now arrives at the head 
of the stairway. He is streaming with water. 
IRENE throws her arms round his neck and kisses 
him on the lips.) 
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Norman. Oh, I say, do chuck it. Don’t say he’s 
dead, Masterman. (He hurries to PERTWAY’S side 
followed by IRENE.) 


(GUEST now appears at the head of the stairway. He 
too is streaming with water and his face is streaked 
with blood. Lovepay clutches his arm and feels 
his cut head with her hand and ‘staunches blood 
with her handkerchief.) 


GurEst. Don’t worry. Only a scratch. ! 

MAsTERMAN. Work away, for God’s sake. If this 
man’s alive we can get his instruments from the 
ship and he’ll save us. 


(GUEST goes to the side of PERTWAY—LOVEDAY 
remaining a little aloof.) 


Norman. Hurrah! He’s moving. He’s coming 
round. Anybody got a flask? Look! Yes. His 
eyes are opening. 


(A great cry of joy comes up from all the others 
who are grouped round PERTWAY.) 


MASTERMAN. Stand back now. Let him have air. 


(They all draw away from PERTWAY save 
MASTERMAN, who supports his head.) 


PERTWAY (very weakly). Loveday! Loveday ! 


CURTAIN. 


ACT IT 


Nine hours have elapsed since Act I, so that tt 1s now 
about 2.30 p.m. There is no sunshine, but the 
light 1s betier than in Act I. 

On the upper platform a pink and white striped tent 
has been put up. It 1s the type of tent that people 
use when bathing, quite small and about seven feet 
high. 

To the right of wt 1s a comfortable deck-chairr 1n which 
CHARLOTTE SHELTON sits busy with her crochet 
work. She wears a handsome brocaded gown, 
which looks hopelessly out of place on a desert 
island, and a hat that might be suitable for a bishop’s 
garden-party. IrnENE and LOVEDAY are inside 
the tent, hidden from the audience. ROBINSON is. 
seated down R. on lower platform on a case that 
looks as wf i might contain provisions. He is 
comforiably dressed in grey flannels and panama 
hat. Down left on lower platform NoRMAN CHASE 
sits on another deck-chair smoking a cigarette. He 
is exquisitely dressed—straw hat, tie and socks en 
suite, white flannel trousers, and white shoes. 
Against the rock wall to the left of the tent leans a 
long green case. A camera on a tripod stands to 
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left of upper platform. A barrel of water, with tap 
to it, and a few other tins and boxes are behind 
CHARLOTTE SHELTON’S chair. Various items of 
male and female clothing—same as worn in first 
Act—dress suits, shirts, etc., are spread about on 
the rocks to dry. The scene has thus a totally 
different aspect from Act I. It has now an aspect 


of gavety. 


ROBINSON (who has a walking-stick and a line with 
which he is fixing up a fishing-rod). Wm bound to 
say that we shouldn’t have troubled about clothes. 
We should have brought food and water and powder 
and bullets and some nice books. 

Norman. But who was to know that the ship 
would smash up and sink as soon as we got our first 
boat-load ? Mr Guest thought we should be able to 
make several journeys. 

Ropinson. The sinking of the ship might have been 
expected. They always sink. You will remember 
that on two occasions in Robinson Crusoe—— 


(Lovepay suddenly emerges from the tent.) 


Lovepay. How’s that? (She is dressed in a 
bewitching white frock and simple hat suitable for 
yachting.) 

NorMAn (rising). Oh, I say! How ripping! 

Lovepay. Yes. I’ve beenlucky. I suppose that’s 
because Mr Guest looked after my things. 

CuaRLottre. Then I wish he had looked after mine. 
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This is a costume I planned for certain occasions only. 
A desert island wasn’t one of them. 


ee ae 


Ropinson. Well, I’m bound to say it hardly : 


matters. All our other clothes are at the bottom of 
the sea now. We may have to dress in feathers 
presently. 


CHARLOTTE. I have never worn feathers, and 


certainly shall not here. 


Norman (fo Lovepay). Mermaids are trying on 
your pretty things, I expect—and mermen quarrelling © 
over mine. Pity my socks won’t be any good to a 


mermMan. 


Lovepay. Wait till you hear what Irene has to say. 


IRENE (heard from tent). Yes. Wait. 


Norman. Oh! Is she in trouble ?—Do take this 


chair, Miss Loveday. 


(He assists her down from upper to lower platform 
where she sits on the deck-chair down L.) 


-Lovepay. She is. In serious trouble. 


Rogpinson. I repeat that we should not pled 


bothered so much about the clothes. 

CHARLOTTE. Nonsense. You’re such a pessimist. 

Rosinson. Robinson Crusoe was a pessimist—at 
first. We haven’t reached the hopeful stage yet. 

CHARLOTTE. The chief thing, of course, is the 
Marconi apparatus. They have got that and therefore 
we are safe. Mr Pertway will set it working as soon 
as he is well again, and a ship should call and rescue 
us before night comes. 
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RoBINSON (shaking his head). I hope so. But it’s 
very irregular. One can’t help remembering that 
wireless telegraphy has never been tried before on a 
desert island. | 

Norman (to Lovepay). Did we bring the wrong 
things for Irene ? 

Lovepay. There is nothing the matter with what 
you brought. The trouble is what you didn’t bring. 

Norman. Oh dear, oh dear ! 


(Irene emerges from the tent. Her atr rs decidedly 
supercilious, though she is smartly dressed in navy 
blue and suitable deck hat.) 


CHARLOTTE. What is the _ difficulty, Miss 
Martinetti? (IRENE goes to her and whispers.) Tut! 
Tut ! 

~Rositnson. Pray take my box, Miss Martinetti. 


(He rises and goes to centre of lower platform.) 


IRENE (descends from the upper platform and sits on 
his box down R.). You ought to be thoroughly 
ashamed of yourselves. Stupid creatures ! 

Rosryson. Well, I’m bound to say you look all 
right. | Me 
IRENE. From the outside, yes. 

Ropinson. Isee. I see. 

IRENE (fo Norman). I blame you in particular. 
One can excuse the others perhaps. But you—the 
son of a linen-draper ! 

Norman. But, my dear Irene, I had nothing to do 


with it. Mr Guest told me off to get the stores—the 
grub, you know. 


Ropsinson. [’m bound to say I was the guilty © 
party. I am responsible for your apparel, Miss — 
Martinetti. I’m a married man of some experience, © 


I may mention, and I made a mental estimate of all 
you would require. Boots, stockings, and so on, 
and so on, and so on—oh ! dear me, yes ! 

(He suddenly remembers what he had forgotten.) 
Really! I am sorry! Yes, yes. Yes, indeed. I 


think I'll try and persuade the fish to bite. Perhaps 


there are nice soles among them. You would like a 
sole with your tea, ’msure. Yes, yes, a little fishing, 
certainly. | | 
(Hatt down stairway down R.) 


Norman (going to IRENE). I say, Irene, I do wish 
j PRLS, 

IRENE (rising and turning her back on him and 
going to CHARLOTTE). Still at your work, Miss 
Shelton ? 

CuHarLoTrE. Yes. Ascarf. I make twelve every 
year. They are sold at our annual church bazaar 
in aid of a fund for providing Free Ozone for Distressed 
Gentlefolk. I think I shall put a special price on this 
one. Made on a desert island, eh? Ha, ha! (it 
is as near laughter as CHARLOTTE SHELTON ever gets.) 

Lovepay. We'll be quite authorities on ozone, 
won't we ? 

Norman (still hanging round IRENE). Are you cross 
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because I call you by your Christian name? I 
suppose I should say Signorina or something like 
that—sorry—anyway, it’s a silly thing to get ratty 
about. 

IRENE (sharply). Where are all the men ? 

Norman. Guest and Pertway are prowling round 
in search of a site for the Marconi apparatus. | 

CHarLoTTe. And Mr Masterman ? 

Irene. He is still exploring. I should not be 
surprised if he broke his neck on some of those terrible 
precipices. 

LOVEDAY (mischievously). You really shouldn’t let 
him wander about alone, auntie. 

CHARLOTTE (coughs reprovingly). Iam not in the 
least interested in his fate. 

Norman (kicking a litile bit of rock about). Funny 
there’s so jolly little to do, isn’t it ? New places are 
generally so interesting. I wish we’d brought off 
the deck quoits. 

Lovepay. Or the cricket things. 

Norman. Yes, by Jove. You're awfully good at 
cricket. 

IrnENE. Yes, indeed. How did you come to 
learn ? 

Lovepay. Oh, we all played at Roehampton. It 
was our favourite game. The big match every year 
was girls with their hair up against girls with their 
hair down. I was captain of the uppers before I left. 

Norman. How ripping! Were you a bowler or 
a batswoman ? 
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Lovepay. Well, being captain, I could do as I 
liked, so I was always wicket-keeper. You see, if 
you're fielding, you have to run about so much that 
you spend half the time pulling up your stockings. 

NorRMAN (sympathetically). Do you ?—Yes, I wish 
I’d brought the cricket things. 

IrENE. They would have been much more use than 
that foolish tent. 

Norman. Old Masterman insisted on bringing that. 
He was bringing it out to a Japanese professor who’s 
just taken up bathing or something. I think it’s 
rather smart. Seems to bring back dear old Bexhill, 
don’t you think ? | 

LovEeDAY. Supposing that the wireless doesn’t 
call a ship before its dark, where are we all going to 
sleep ? 

Norman. We brought some blankets. They’re 
in the cleft there. You'll be fearfully comfy, Ill 
bet. 


(MASTERMAN appears at the head of the stairway wp 
R. He wears a smart morning suit with soft hat.) 


MASTERMAN (hurrying down). Ah, here you all 
are. Why don’t you go and sit round the fire ? 

CHARLOTTE. We are quite warm enough, thank 
you. 
_MasterMAN. I suppose you are. And all looking 
very smart. As good as a garden-party, isn’t it ? 
Not that I ever went to one. I must really photo- 
graph a group for the Daily Mirror. 
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Lovepay. How jolly! And we'll all be marked 
with crosses like buns and pats of butter. 

IRENE. Have you found the statue of Lang 
Sing ? 

MASTERMAN. It’s impossible to get sufficiently 
high without the proper equipment. The precipices 
are very difficult higher up and there is still a heavy 
mist floating over them. But I have found a bold 
inscription in Japanese characters. 

Norman. Can you translate it ? 

MaASsTERMAN. Unfortunately, no. It is archaic 
Japanese, as one might expect. I’ve come back for 
my camera to photograph it, though the light is 
hardly good enough. As soon as we are rescued, I 
shall set about organising an expedition to this place. 
But we want sunlight badly. The mist is thicker 
than ever. Where’s that impossible valet? He 
can carry my camera. 

Norman. Look behind you, in the cleft hare 

MASTERMAN (going to the cleft and looking in). Why, 
he’s asleep. 

Norman. He found a bottle of rum on the ship 
and drank the lot. Behold the result. Absolutely 
blotto. 

MastTeRMAN. Worthless wretch! Well, I must 
carry it myself. (He picks up his camera.) Why not 
accompany me, Miss Shelton ? 

CHARLOTTE. Are the _ precipices really very 
difficult ? 

MasTERMAN. Not up tothe point of the inscription. 

Se 
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It will interest you, and a little exercise would not 
be amiss. 
CHARLOTTE (rising). Should I be in the way ? 
MASTERMAN. Not at all. Not at all. Far from 
it. There is really no danger if you follow me. (He 
ascends the stairway followed by CHARLOTTE.) Perhaps 
I had better hold your hand. 


(CHARLOTTE glances back at the others, gives MASTER- 
MAN her hand, and they both disappear up the 
precipice.) 


Lovepay (smiling). I do believe this dreadful 
old barren rock has brought a touch of romance even 
into auntie’s life. That would be number two, 
wouldn’t it, Mr Chase? It would be really rather | 
beautiful if it were number two, with perhaps a 
possibility of number three. (She smiles shyly at 
them.) Poor Mr Robinson! He’s trying so hard to 
catch a fish down there with his silly little fishing- 
rod. (She calls.) Mr Robinson! Any bites ? 

ROBINSON (from far below). They bite very freely, 
but I’m bound to say they won’t swallow the hook. 

Lovepay. I’m coming down to help you. (She 
clambers down the stairway down R.) Perhaps I shall 
make a better bait. 


(She zs out of sight.) 


Norman. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, 
Irene—er—Signorina, but if I were a fish, I’d jump 
right out of the water into her hands. 
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IRENE (generously). I do not blame you. She is 
such a dear ! 

Norman. How nice of you. 

IRENE. Is it ? 

Norman. Yes. If you were English you’d say 
that all your girl friends were absolutely N.G. 

IrnENE. You are so quaint. (They look into each 
other’s eyes. They kiss. IRENE 1s rather the aggressor. 
Norman hasn’t much dash.) Yes, she is a dear, and 
youareaman. I wasso surprised to find that out. 

Norman. Don’t rot me. 

IRENE. What is going to happen. Of course she 
was engaged to poor Pertway. I do not like him a 
bit. 

Norman. No more do I. Absolute outsider, you 
know. He can’t have knocked about the W.E. much. 

Irene. The what ? 

Norman. The W.E. 

IRENE. What is that ? 

Norman. The W.E.? Why, the West End, 
of course. 

IRENE. Oh-h! 

Norman. She evidently chucked him for Guest, 
but we rely on Pertway to save our lives. It’s rather 
a tragedy, isn’t it 2 

IRENE. Cannot a woman make a mistake and put 
it right ? 

Norman. Oh, don’t think I blame her. When 
a girl’s as pretty as that, I’m only surprised that she 
can find any man good enough for her, 
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IRENE (pouting). We are going to talk about her 
exclusively, eh ? ; 

Norman. Oh dear, no. I never ignore myself. 
For two safety pins I’d tell you the story of 
my life. 


(He brings the deck-chair from the upper platform 
and they sit, she on the chair, he on the box.) 


IRENE (in reference to his clothes). No one would 
think you had been wrecked on a desert island. 

Norman. No. I hate dressing the part, don’t 
you? I should feel an awful ass in sealskin trousers 
and a hearth-rug coat. By Jove, that frock does 
suit you. 

IRENE. Itis blue. It matches my eyes. 

Norman. Does it? (He finds that tt does and 
kisses her.) I say, have you ever sat on the lawn 
when they’re letting off the fireworks at Ranelagh ! 
It’s just like this. Do smoke. 

(She takes a cigarette.) 
Pink’s my colour, though it isn’t the colour of my 
eyes. 

IRENE. Of course not. They are golden 
brown. 

Norman. Awfully good of you to say so. Id 
like to wear Charles’ things, you know, the second 
Charles. I say, I hope I’m not boring you. 

IrENE. What are you going to do with your 
beautiful life, I wonder ? Are you going into your 
father’s business ? 
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Norman. Would it shock you if I said I had 
thought about it ? 

IRENE. It would shock me if you said you had not. 
What is so solid, so splendid as a big linen-draper ? 
Take my advice and be one, for the present at any 
rate. 

Norman. If you say so. And yet I don’t look 
like one—I don’t feel like one. 

IrnENE. There’s nothing to beat a certainty. 

Norman. You don’t think it would handicap me 
in my social flight. 

IRENE. It depends what sort of people you want 
toflyupto. Your father could turn itintoa company, 
I expect, and himself turn into a peer—and ven in 
course of time—you—— 

Norman. You dear! How clever you are! It 
seems absurd to think of a girl like you looking at a 
linen-draper. 

IRENE. I would always look at anything that was 
pretty to look at. 

Norman. Oh, we keep everything—you’ve made 
me awfully light-headed somehow. I wish I was 
clever—cleverer than I am, I mean. 

IRENE. You are quite clever. You danced better 
than anybody on the ship. You can dance. The 
French and Spanish dance—the games only shuffle, 
all but you. 

Norman. How topping of you to say so. 

IrENE. I am yearning to dance again. 

Norman. Don’t yearn. Let’s. 
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IrnENE. Is there room ? 
Norman. Fancy dancing on the tomb of old Lang 
Sing ! 


(They get up and dance together while NORMAN sings 
** For Auld Lang Sing.”’ 

They are interrupted by the arrival of ERNEST PERT- 
way who appears at the head of the stairway up L. 
This is the first tume in the play that this stairway 
has been used. PrERtway looks about twenty- 
eight years of age. He is a white-faced, intense 
fellow with large eyes. He is dressed in a blue 
suit and brown shoes. On his head is a cap with 
great ear-flaps buttoned over the top. He speaks 
with a London accent—Cockney in tone, but thos 
does not mean that he aOR ES his h’s.) 


PrERTWAY. Are you out of your minds ? 

Norman. I say, Irene, introduce me. 

IRENE (smiling to PERTWay as he descends to the 
upper platform). Oh, yes. This is Mr Norman Chase 
—Mr Ernest Pertway. 

Prertway. Oh, you’re the chap that helped to 
fish me out of the water. 

(He descends to lower platform and shakes 
Norman’s hand.) 
I’m much obliged to you. You risked your own life 
for—— | 

Norman. Oh, don’t yap sky-bosh. Have a 

cigarette ? 
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Prertway. I will. (He takes one.) You people 
don’t seem to realise the position you’re in. 

Irene. Why should we be sorrowful? You will 
soon have the Marconi fixed up. 

Prertway. H’m. Field wireless. Don’t range far. 

IRENE. But we are only three hundred miles from 
the coast of Japan. Surely it will reach far enough. 

Prertway. P’raps. P’raps not. (He lights his 
cigarette. ) 

Norman. Well, anyway you ought to get it up. 
It’s lying there as if it were of no importance at all. 

Prertway. Got to find a site for it first. 

IRENE. Well, have you not found one ? 

PreRtTway. Not on that side. . (He jerks his head in 
the direction from which he came.) What’s the hurry ? 
- [Trenze. Well, some of us are rather exhausted with 
_ this place. I am for one. I ought to be dancing in 
Tokio the Monday after next Monday. Ah, what a 

grand advertisement it will be. 
| Norman. Hang it, Pertway, all our lives are in 
your hands. Don’t you feel the responsibility ? 

Pertway. You only think of your lives. How 
many lives are worth a second thought ? 

Norman (after exchanging a long stare with IRENE). 
We’re all thinking of one another—not of ourselves. 
I’m thinking of Miss Martinetti. 

IRENE. We want to go on living naturally. Fora 
midday meal I had four sardines and a nut of ginger- 
bread and a wineglass of water. That isn’t my idea 
of life. Is it yours, Norman ? 
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Norman. Far fromit. Life’s not life without your 
lunch. 

PrerRtway. Life—life’sa woman. Hope and mock- 
ing laughter—trust and lies—flashes of intuition— 
tears and claws—and hell ! 

Norman. What fearful rot ! 

IRENE. One would imagine that you had never 
been in love, Mr Pertway. 

PreRtTWwAy. Where’s Miss Loveday Shelton ? 

IRENE. Flirting with Mr Robinson. 

NorMAN. Giving him “tears and claws and hell ”’ 
perhaps. | 

IrnENE. They are trying to catch a fish for tea. 

Norman (calling down to Ropinson). Any luck, 
Mr Robinson ? 

RosBinson (from far below). I’m bound to say—no. 
Fish everywhere, but none for me. Miss Loveday 
suggests they might bite at a sardine. 

IRENE. Why, yes. Let us take the tin down. 
(She opens the box down R. on lower platform and takes 
out an already opened tin.) 

Come along, Norman. 

Norman. I don’t know what Guest will say about 

your wasting the food. 


(They are both clambering down. PERTWAY comes to 
the edge of the platform as they disappear.) 


Pertway. Miss Martinetti, do you mind asking 
Miss Shelton if I can speak with her alone ? 


ACT IL.] BED ROCK 57 


IRENE (off). With pleasure. 


(PERTWAY goes up to the top platform and sneeringly 
looks at the case which leans against the rock to the 
left of the tent. As he bends to handle it, his eye 
falls on the slumbering carcase of WILLIAM within 
the cleft. He grips WiLLiAM and drags him out 
into the view of the audience.) 


PERTWAY (kicking WILLIAM). Get up, you drunken 
lout ! | 

WiuuiamM. Where’s my life-belt ? 

PrERTWAY. The whole epitome of man. Get up 
and get out of this. You’ve no business in those 
blankets. : 

Wii11aM (drunkenly). Id rather stop here. (He 
is sitting with his long legs stretched out.) I’m not very 
well this afternoon. I’m not an outdoor man. I 
won’t be ordered about by you. We’re all equal now. 
(He crawls back to the cleft.) 


(PERTWAY does not interfere, as at that moment LOVE- 
DAY comes from down R. She is pale and comes 
up shrinkingly.) | 

PERtTWAY (hurrying down to her). Loveday, my 

dear. (He 1s about to embrace her.) . 


(At that moment GuxEst appears at the head of the 
stairway descending from up R. He wears a 
brown lounge suit and is bareheaded.) 


Gurst. Ah, Pertway. Have you found a likely 
spot ? 
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PERTWAY (resentfully). No. Have you ? 

Gusst. I have indeed. As far as I can see, it 
will do splendidly. But you are the only judge of 
course. Do you mind having a look at it now? I 
have asked Mr Masterton and Miss Shelton to stay 
there and mark the place till you come. It’s only a 
few minutes’ climb. 


(GUEST’S manner is very masterful.) 


Prertway (still resentful). All right. Tl go and 
see it. 


(He goes off up the stairway Rf.) 


Lovepay. Lewis, you must help me. This has 
got to be faced. 

Guxsst. Iam facing it. It’s awful—awful ! 

LovEepDAY. I can’t give you up, Lewis. I’ve made 
one terrible mistake. I’m not going to make another. 

Gusst. My darling girl! But—but—can you— 
ought you to doit? I’m jealous for you. Youve a 
thousand times more to me than I am to myself. 

LovEepDAY. Would you rather see me truer to him 
than J am to myself ? 

Gurst. You'll be true to yourself. I know that. 

Lovrepay. To be true to myself is to be true to 
you. I should be false—false to myself if I married 
that man now. Surely, surely when I tell Ernest the 
truth he will accept it like a man ? 

Gurst. Like what sort of man? Men are different. 
Some men would. But, of course, I can’t talk about 
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him. I can’t say a word against him. Only he’s 
got rum ideas about women. He loves you. Your 
name was the first word he uttered when he came to 
his senses. 

Lovepay. But am I nobody? What is love 
worth that puts its own happiness first ? Must his 
happiness be set higher than my life ? 

Gusst. Dearest, your happiness comes before all 
things on earth. But remember that to this man we 
shall owe our lives.. You are his promised wife. 
Believing him dead you gave yourself to me. Now 
he is back and you are his betrothed again. Even 
I see that. If you break from him, you must break 
now. That’s the point, Loveday. He must not be 
deceived. He must not be allowed to save us in 
ignorance of his own bad luck. He is going to give 
us our lives. And we are going to take from him 
what every man knows is dearer than life. 

Lovepay. You are right. You are right. I will 
speak this instant. But, Lewis, you can’t think— 
you can’t think how hard it is. 

GuEst. God knows, I would bear your burden if 
I could, 

(PERTWAY appears above.) | 
But, my darling girl, you understand, don’t you, 
that he can only hear this from your own lips, poor 
beggar ! 


(He puts his hand on her shoulder.) 


Lovepay. Lewis, you must be on my side, not his. 
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Gurst. Your side! Loveday ! 

Lovepay. If I only knew what you really feel ! 
But Ido know—I do know. (PER TWway hurries down.) 

PERTWAY (throwing away his cigarette). What the 
devil’s the meaning of this ? Does this damned rock © 
make everybody lose their senses? What are you 
doing ? 

GurEst. Gently, myfriend. Things have happened 
that you will sadly regret. But you needn’t lose your 
temper. 

Lovepay. You must try and see with my eyes, 
Ernest. 

Pertway. And don’t I? Haven’t I always ? 

LovEepAy. You belong to the Golden Age—you 
said so yourself. You think oh! so cleverly, and 
I’m sure the Greeks would have loved you; but I’m » 
a Christian, and never shall be anything else. 

Prertway. I see. (Zo Guxst) And you are a 
Christian too—of course. | | 

Gurst. I don’t care what a man believes so long 
as it doesn’t make him a bounder. 

Prertway. I'll thank youtoleave us, then, and take 
your opinions elsewhere. You call me a bounder, I 
suppose ? 

GuEsT (sincerely). Oh, don’t imagine I meant that, 
my dear fellow. | 

PertTway. All thinkers are bounders to people 
who can’t think. To put your hand on the shoulder 
of a girl who’s engaged to another man—some might 
say you were the bounder—not I. 
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Guszst. Calm down. Calm down. Nothing is 
gained by being abusive. 

Lovepay. Goaway, Lewis. _ 

Prertway. Lewis, is it? (He laughs sneeringly.) 

Lovepay. Leave us alone for a little while. I 
want to speak to Ernest. : 

Guest. If you wish it, Loveday. (He is going.) 

Prertway. Stop! Look here. You saved my 
life. I’ve thanked you, haven’t I? Is there any 
more init ? Have you been interfering with her ? 

GusEst. You’re not yourself yet, Pertway. Just 
listen to what Loveday has to tell you—and help 
- her—don’t bully her. Keep your temper with her 
at least. 


(PERTWAY subsides under GuEST’S masterful influence. 
He stares after him as he goes up the stairway R. 
and disappears. 

Then he turns savagely on LOVEDAY.) 


Prertway. Now listen to me and remember who 
Iam. Nietzsche says, “When you go to women, 
don’t forget your whip.”’ D’you understand that ? 

Lovepay. I suppose he did forget his whip and 
got badly scratched in consequence. 

Prertway. Scratch if you like, but listen first. 

Lovepay. I don’t scratch. If you’re going to be 
brutal, Ernest, I won’t hear you. 

PERTWAY. You may get into arage. That won’t 
make me love you less. 

Lovepay. Iknow. Iknow. Oh, you’reso clever. 
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You’ve read everything. You feel so deeply. It 
makes you so interesting and difficult. What is it 
that you want to say ? 

Prertway. I want to know why that man touched 
you? Dared to touch you! That harmless, pre- 
historic ass—that amiable fossil. 

Lovepay. Yes. He’s such a fossil that he seems 
to doubt if a woman ought to change her mind. 

PreRtway. It’s never too late for a woman to 
change her mind. 

LovepDay (eagerly). You admit that ? 

Prertway. What’s the matter? What has come 
over you ? 

Lovepay. I have changed my mind—at least I 
suppose it’s a mind. Ernest—oh, it is so difficult. 
Poor Ernest. I am bitterly sorry. I once told you 
that I loved you. It wasn’t true. 

Prertway. Not true! 

LoveDAy. I’ve been wicked, I suppose. But 
your cleverness blinded me. You were the only man 
in the world for me until—— 

PErtway (breathlessly). D’you mean to say that 
this man has tried to come between us ? 

Lovepay. Never. He didn’t lift a finger while 
you were alive, I was sacred to you then. And when 
you were dead, none of the rest were half as nice 
about you as he was. And it wasn’t his fault that— 
I—we—— | 

PertTway. This is a pretty story you’re telling me. 

Lovepay. I mourned you dreadfully, but you 
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know, you know that long before the wreck I 
tried to explain to you I was making a fearful mis- 
take. And you shouted me down and would not 
listen to me. 

Prertway. And I won’t listen now. This business 
has unhinged you. You’re not yourself. It’s im- 
possible for a girl of your nature to—why, good Lord, 
Loveday, d’you remember half, or a quarter of the 
things you said to me that night on the upper deck 
when the sea was full of phosphorescence ? Didn’t 
you say I was inspired? Didn’t you say that our 
love a : 

Lovepay. But—but—but the most experienced 
people often make dreadful mistakes about love. 

Prertway. Mistakes? D’you think I made a 
mistake ? D’you think all the waters of the Pacific 
could drown my love for you ? 

Lovepay. Ernest, I do not love you. 

Pertway. You do. Here, face to face with 
death, I say you do and will for ever. 

Lovepay. We’re not face to face with death. 
That’s the point. It’s no good being emotional, 
dear Ernest. We’ve been snatched from death. 
Thanks to you, we’re all perfectly safe now. We’ve 
got to think of the future. 

PERTWAY (grimly). My life and death are your 
affair. 

Lovepay. It’s not manly to talk like that. I’ve 
made a dreadful mistake and I bitterly regret it ; 
but I must confess it, for everybody’s sake. 
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Prertway. How little you know yourself. How 
you will blush when you come to your senses, Loveday. 
Why this poor chap—this dull member of the Upper 
Ten—so called—— 

Lovepay. Don’t speak of him behind his back. 
It isn’t fair. 

Prertway. D’you think I want to speak of him ? 
He doesn’t exist for you and me. I decline to 
recognise his existence any more than I recognise the 
existence of that drunken clod up there. 

(He points to the cavity where WiLLIAM lies.) 
We are one for evermore, and if you told me you 
hated me, I should laugh at you. If an angel told me 
you did not love me, I should laugh at him. You do! 
You must! (His voice ts rising.) 

LovepAay. How can you torment me so? It 
isn’t even clever of you. I’m not a fool. I’m not 
dazed. I’m not drugged. I was never better in 
my life. I’m bitterly sorry for misleading a kind, 
good, and most brilliant man. I shall always be 
unhappy when I think of it. 

PERTWAY. Youlove me! Isay you love me. 

Lovepay. I don’t. And I never did. Never. 
I thought I did, but I didn’t, because I didn’t know 
what love meant. Call me hard names if you like, 
but I can’t marry you now. It would be a crime— 
not marriage at all. You must release me in honour, 
Mr Pertway. | | 

Prertway. Think well before you say that. I’m 
no ordinary man. I haven’t lived my life and burned 
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the midnight oil and developed my own philosophy 
for nothing. This might come off with some folk. 
It won’t come off with me. | 

LoveDAy (with spirit). Well, use your whip then. 
Let me feel it. I’ve made you suffer. It’s right that 
I should suffer too. Tm not the first woman who 
thought she was in love, and then had to suffer—poor 
wretch—when she found she wasn’t. 


(Enter Ropinson from down R. with a huge and 
hideous fish, red, yellow, and black. He is very 
excited.) 


ROBINSON (shouting). At last! A ten-pounder ! 
Two good meals for all of us. 


(IRENE and NorMaAN follow him.) 


Norman. I wonder if we could dare to eat it. 

Roxpinson. Not eat it! Why, what did I catch it 
for ? 

IreNzE. Is it not dreadful? Did you ever imagine 
anything so hideous? It has given me an idea 
for a demon dance. 

Prertway. It makes me feel sick to look at it. 
Throw the brute away. 

Ropinson. Throw it away! It may stand 
between us and death. 

IrENE. I would sooner starve than eat a scrap 
of such a horror. (Zo PrrRtway) When are you 
going to fix up your instruments ? 


Rosinson (dropping his fish and going to case on 
5 
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upper platform). I’m bound to say it’s time. Don’t 
you think now if we helped you, Pertway, that we 
could get it up very quickly ? 

PrerRtway. Leave the apparatus alone, please. 

~Rozsinson. Are you sure you have everything you 
need ? 

Prrtway. I am by no means sure. (Looking at 
Lovepay.) We may find that vital parts of the 
plant are not all there. | 

Norman. Oh, rats! It must be all there. We 
brought it just as it stood from your cabin. All there, 
indeed. I don’t believe you’re A.T. yourself. 

PERTWAY. Perhaps you’re right. I’m not sure if 
some of us are so wildly anxious to live as we think. 

Ropinson. My dear fellow! What an astounding 
sentiment for a desert island. i 


(Enter MAsSTERMAN followed by CHARLOTTE 
SHELTON from up R.) 


MASTERMAN. Where’s Pertway ? Where’s the 
Marconi outfit? Really, this is too bad. Miss 
Shelton and I have been sitting up on that platform 
waiting for you all this time. You said you’d be back 
in five minutes. The apparatus should be working 
every moment now. 

Norman. You oughtn’t to hang about any more, 
Pertway. Really you oughtn’t. It’s not playing the 
game. , 

CHARLOTTE. Hang about ? Good heavens ! 
What’s the matter with you, Ernest Pertway ? 
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PrertTway. I was as keen as any of you to get out 
of this mess an hour ago. But now—— 

Ropinson. He’s wandering. I believe he’s had a 
sunstroke. 

MastTERMAN. A_ sunstroke? Nonsense. We 
haven’t seen the sun for eight days. (Zo Prrtway) 
What on earth do you mean ? ; 

PERTWAY. I mean that I must wait for Miss 
Shelton (turning to LovepaAy) to reconsider her 
position. She’s had a fearful shock, and she hasn’t 
got over it, I’m sorry to find. Her mind’s wandering, 
not mine. She forgets quite a lot of things. 

Lovepay. Don’t sneer, Ernest. Tell them quite 
plainly. | 

Prrtway. It’s just this. You know—or some of 
you know—that we were engaged to be married. 
Loveday is my life. But she wants to go out of my 
life, or thinks she does. If that happens I’ve got no 
more use for my life. It’s crude, no doubt, but we’re 
in rather a crude fix. If she refuses to marry me, then 
I would as soon end my days here as anywhere else. 

MasTERMAN (intensely). What do you mean by 
that ? > 

Norman (breathlessly). He means that he won’t 
work the wireless ! 

Lovepay (wildly). No! No! He can’t mean 
that ! ! 

Pertway. I won’t raise a finger to save one of 
you. | 
(The others gather round him threateningly.) 
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LovEDAY (running wp the stairway R. and calling 
frantically). Lewis, Lewis, come at once. Oh, do 
come. Mr Pertway won’t work the wireless. Lewis, 
Lewis ! 

(She disappears through the cleft.) 


MAsSTERMAN. I must remind you, Pertway, that 
there are far more valuable lives than yours on this 
islet. 

RoBINson. You’re proposing a social outrage. It’s 
revolutionary. 

CHARLOTTE. It’s cold-blooded murder. 

IRENE (to PeERtTWay). There is something more in 
this you have not explained. Make us understand 
you. 

PEeRtTWAyY (icily). What we do is never under- 
stood—only praised or blamed. 

MastERMAN. Nietzsche, I suppose? Well, even 
Nietzsche would not tell you to bully a helpless girl 
who did not want you. 

Norman. Youw’re not exactly a prize pippin 
anyway, old chap. 

Ropinson. We want to live, do you hear? We 
all want to live, without any exception. We insist 
on living. 

Prertway. I like to see people up against life or 
death. It’s a test. Few come through it without 
looking fools. 


(He has his back to the wall looking contemptuously 
at them.) 
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Norman. You're a beast, Pertway. 


(Guzst hurries down the stairway from up R. 
followed by LovEDAyY.) 


Gurest (to PEeRtway). What’s all this? Why 
aren’t you at work ? 

PERTWAY. You know well enough. 

Gurest. How should I know? Youve not a 
lunatic, are you? Speak at once and be sharp. We 
can’t listen to any more of your philosophic foolery. 
We’ve only one square meal between us. 

Ropinson. Pardon me. (He holds up the fish and 
beams over it.) 

PERtwAy. It’s quite simple—just Loveday and I 
—and you. Loveday and I. We were made for 
each other, I tell you—born for each other. I won 
her, and now I’m threatened, tormented, driven mad. 
If she has changed her mind, the fault is yours, and 
I do nothing. I don’t stir a finger to save us. And 
they can curse you—not me. 

Gurst. You can’t mean a blackguard bargain like 
that, man ? 

MAsTERMAN. Don’t provoke him. We may as well 
be diplomatic. 

IrEnE. The clumsy fool! Just as if any girl 
would not sooner die than marry him after that. 

Rosinson. For goodness’sake, don’t exasperate him. 

MASTERMAN. If he is adamant, we must follow 
the line of least resistance. Miss Shelton must be 
respectfully asked to consider what this means. 
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Guest. Would you fling away a woman’s life, 
Masterman ? 

MAsTERMAN. Certainly not. No life must be 
flung away. Pertway’s attitude is not one of civilisa- 
tion, but pure savagery. 

Prertway. I am a savage—a super-beast if you 
like. | 

Norman. Pure North London. If he’d only been 
born W. or even S.W. 

GuEstT. So it appears, but (grimly) before we go to 
extremes and treat you as a super-beast, make an 
effort to be reasonable. 

LovEepay. You can’t want to marry me now that 
I have told you I don’t love you, Ernest ? 

PrrRtway. Idon’t believe you. You're unhinged. 
Youw’re not responsible. You dolove me. You shall 
love me for ever. 

Gurst. That’s the raving of a madman, Pertway ! 

MastTERMAN. Ohdon’t, don’t annoy him. He’s all- 
powerful for the moment and can make his own terms. 

PERTWAY. That’s what they don’t seem to realise. 
No doubt they soon will. 

Ropinson. Then we must regard it as a business 
transaction. If you are going to drive a hard bargain 
say so, and we'll know where we are ? 

CHARLOTTE. Jam not wealthy, but I will give you 
one thousand pounds to save me, Ernest Pertway. 

GuEst. Don’t degrade him. Don’t put our lives 
into pounds, shillings, and pence! Don’t sink to that. 
The man could never look the world in the face again. 
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PERTWAY. I never will, without Loveday. 

MastERMAN. Money is no temptation ? 

Prertway. None. 

Rosinson. Enough always is. Every man has 
his price. Offer him more. 

Norman. I’m good for another thousand. | 

MasterRMAN. I will bring it up to four thousand 
altogether. 

Rospinson. I can only guarantee a Life Policy for 
five hundred pounds, fully paid up. 

PERTWAY (sneering, to GuEST). What do you bid ? 

Guest. I'll add twenty thousand—if you'll sink 
to take it. 

Prertway. Offer a million—pile another million 
on that—and I’d laugh at you. 

MAsTERMAN. Then we must consult the other 
party to the transaction. What have you to say, 
Miss Loveday ? 

Lovepay. I appeal to you all. 

Norman. I’ve got a pretty shrewd idea wilioh 
side I’m on. 

IrENE. I would sooner eat that awful fh than 
let you marry him. 

GusEst. Can anybody hold two opinions about it ? 

MASTERMAN. You mustexpect two opinions. Life 
is valuable to the greatest of us as well as the least. 
The world must be considered. We may be nothing 
individually, but the discovery of thisisland means—— 

CHARLOTTE. You're against us then ? 

MaAsTERMAN. I’m neither for nor against. What 
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is the situation ? These young people were engaged. 
Your niece changes her mind. The man doesn’t 
—and now he refuses to give her up. He makes our 
salvation depend upon a continuance of the engage- 
ment. Therefore, the serious question for the lady 
is-——— 

Gusst. No—it isn’t. It’s not fair to ask her any 
such question. No decent man would save his life 
at such a sacrifice. You can’t argue about it. It’s 
unthinkable. 

MastTERMAN. Then, if Miss Loveday refuses, we 
must use force. We must compel Pertway. 

IRENE. He ought to be tortured. 

Norman. By Jove, good idea. Who’s up in 
tortures ? 

IRENE (passionately in PeRTWAY’s face). Tortured 
—tortured ! 

CHARLOTTE. I quite agree with you, Miss Marti- 
netti. 

MASTERMAN. You see how dreadful it is when the 
instinct for self-preservation breaks loose, Pertway. 
You refuse—— 

PERTWAY. I don’t refuse. 

IRENE. Are you a heathen god that must have 
sacrifices before you save us? Are you—— 

Guest. Itis waste of time to threaten. We can’t 
torture him, of course, and he wouldn’t yield if we did. 

PreRTWAy. You’ve the sense to know that anyway. 

MASTERMAN. Well, as he won’t justify his exist- 
ence, it rests with you to justify yours, Miss Loveday. 
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I’m sorry, but it must be so. There’s absolutely no 
alternative. 

IrENE. Why do you torture the girl, then, if you 
are afraid to torture the man ? 

MastermMan. [’mnot. I’mnot torturing anybody. 
I’m only asking her to listen to reason. 


(IRENE puts her arms round LOVEDAY.) 


Ropinson. I’m bound to say, Miss Shelton, I 
have a wife and children at home. It’s a case of the 
greatest good to the greatest number, you know. 

MASTERMAN. She must meet us. She must yield. 
We have a right to expect it. Her conscience will 
tell her—— 

CHARLOTTE. There is something in that, Loveday. 
After all—conscience! What does your conscience 
say ? 

Lovepay. Are you going to desert me, Aunt 
Charlotte ? 

GurEst. Conscience! To sacrifice herself body and 
soul to save a handful of selfish, commonplace, stupid 
people—useless to anybody. (Murmurs of indigna- 
tion.) Her conscience wouldn’t be such a fool. I 
hate you old things—all wanting to save yourselves 
at the expense of a young thing. Isn’t her love 
greater than all your greedy little hopes and fears ? 
Isn’t her body as sacred as yours ? 

IrENE. Heisacur. No more man than that fish. 
His heart is uglier than that fish. He is—— 

MastTERMAN. For God’s sake, humour him, you 
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stupid woman! Think what science will lose. And 
all for the caprice of a weak-minded girl. 


(There is a burst of argument.) 


Guszst. This must stop. We shall lose control of 
ourselves in a minute. (Zo PERTWay) Come, we'll 
thrash this out up aloft. 7 

PERTWAY. Ohno, wewon’t. Ill not speak to you. 
I’ve nothing to say to you. This is your damned 
work, not mine. If I don’t value my own life at a 
rush, how should I value yours? Think of me as 
dead already. 


(He goes a litile way up stairway Rf.) 


GuEstT (sternly). Pertway, come back. You shall 
have time to consider. We are quite willing to starve 
while you reflect. The girl you love will endure any 
reasonable suffering. You shall torture us—we won’t 
torture you. But—you don’t take her life. 

_ Prertway (wildly). Life! Life! You miserable, 
whining coward. That’s all you think of, any of you 
—not the right and the wrong—not justice and 
honour and a sacred promise. Keep your lives while 
you can. I’ve done with my share of it. And mind, 
when I’m smashed up down there—down there, where 
I wish to God you had left me—take my girl—take 
her, you cad, take her with my blessing—go to 
him, Loveday. Go to him and call it “love.’’ Your 
lips should blister at the word. 

GuxEst (leaping up the rocks and ninniesie 
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PERTWAY). Shut your mouth, or [ll fling you on 
the rocks myself ! | : 
IRENE (wildly hysterical). Kill him! Kill him! 
Kill the beast ! 
PERTWAY. That’s right, let him kill me. Knives 
in the dark. That’sit. Knives in the dark. 


(He is breaking away, but GuEST intercepts him. For 
a moment it almost looks as if they were coming 
to blows. They are at the extreme R. of upper 
platform. CHARLOTTE SHELTON sits in a collapsed 
state in chair down L. on low platform. MAsTER- 
MAN stands over her. LOvVEDAY 1s seated on the box 
down f. on lower platform with her head in her 
hands. Above her stands [RENE and behind her 
Norman. Rosinson is about centre on lower 
platform.) 


Rogpinson. I’m bound to say that this objection- 
able young man deserves the severest punishment. 
But, unless I’m greatly mistaken, there need be no 
risk of anything that he has suggested. I have 
never heard of a scandal on a desert island inhabited 
by Englishmen. 

Norman. It was only left to this outsider to 
suggest there would be any. 

Ropinson. Listen to me, if you please. This 
hysterical person has taunted Miss Loveday and 
Mr Guest and therefore us all with potential im- 
propriety. He had no right to do that. If we are 
to die, we can die with decorum, and those of opposite 
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sexes who desire to perish in each other’s arms, as 
often happens in these cases, may do so without a 
shadow on their reputations. 

MAsTERMAN. What does all this talk mean ? 

Rozsinson. You have all at various times to-day 
hazarded guesses as to what my business might be. 
Mr Chase asked me if I were an undertaker. I am 
not. 

NorMAn. Sorry. 

Rosinson. Nor am I a commercial traveller, as 
has been suggested by Mr Masterman. 

PERTWAY (with unnatural laughter). He’s a parson 
incog., that’s what he is. Oh, my hat! No im- 
propriety! A parson! A parson! Get married 
before you die and go to heaven! If that doesn’t 
beat all. 

Rogsinson. You are very coarse and quite mis- 
taken, as usual. No clergyman of any denomination 
isever wrecked. Iam the South Kensington Registrar 
of births, marriages, and deaths— 

(There is a gasp of surprise from the others.) 
and- for the sum of nine shillings and sevenpence I 
am willing to make any two of you man and wife. 


(PERTWAY laughs ironically. ) 
Norman. By Jove, Irene—what ? 


(He is the only one who shows the least enthusiasm at the 
idea. The others are coldly silent.) 


Gusst. I regret to interrupt you, Mr Robinson, 
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but if that is all the assistance you can give us at 
this crisis—— 

Rogsinson. Why, I thought you’d all be so 
pleased. 

Gusst. You meant well. And now I'll ask you 
all to leave me alone for a while—quite alone—with 
Pertway. (He turns to the others.) Wait on the 
ledge where the fire is. 


(IRENE ascends the stairway going off up R. followed by 
Norman. Then CHARLOTTE crosses, followed by 
MASTERMAN. They go off together.) 


LovEDAyY. Oh, have mercy on us, Ernest. 


(PerRtTway turns from her and descends to down L. 
on the lower platform. 
LOVEDAY goes wearily off after the others.) 


ROBINSON (ascending the stairway and pausing when 
on a level with Guest). I hope I haven’t been a 
nuisance or increased your difficulties. (He appears 
pathetic now.) You see, it’s my first sea-voyage. 
A Harley Street physician insisted on it. Id had a 
nervous breakdown owing to the continued diminution 
of the birth-rate. 

Guzst. The sea is no respecter of persons, Mr 
Robinson, or you would have been safe in port 
by now. 

ROBINSON (mystified). Yes. Yes. Very nice of 
you to say so. 


(He goes up the stairway and off up Rf.) 
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Gurst. Now, Pertway, we’ll settle this one way or 
another straight away. 

PrertTway. It is settled. 

Guest. Positive ? 

PERTWAY. Iam. 

Gurst. Youw’re positive about most things, aren’t 
you ? 

Prertway. No. Ihave no faith, and life’s as much 
a riddle to me as to you. I’m often wrong, like other 
people; but Iam sometimes right, and when I’m right, 
the devil himself won’t shake me. 

Gusst. A genius, I suppose ? 

Prrtway. No—an Englishman. 

Gurst. And on this occasion—a common bar- 
barian. 

Prrtway. Other people’s opinions don’t trouble 
me. I live for myself. Without Loveday I am 
nothing, a straw in the wind, but with her I could 
move mountains. 

Gusst. Isn’t that faith ? 

Prertway. Yes. We’ve all got faith in something 
—or somebody. I have that faith at any rate—the 
mighty faith that we were meant for each other 
from the beginning. I’m no selfish brute—she’d 
soon find that out. I’m right—right; Ive been 
learning her patiently and humbly for a month. I 
could tell at the bottom of my heart when she was sad 
or merry. I knew, though she might be at the other 
end of the ship, if she were laughing or sighing—and 
I smiled or sighed, in spite of myself, for sympathy. 
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When I woke at night—but what’s the use of telling 
you these things ? 

Gusst. I want to hear them. I’m beginning to 
see your point of view, Pertway. Our situation 
sharpens my wits. We’re face to face with the next 
world—she—you—all of us—and you stand there, 
the only man on earth that can postpone death. 

Pertway. You funk death, like the rest, when it 
comes to the point. 3 

Gusst. Yes. So long as there is a chance of doing 
any good in this world no sane man wants to go to 
the next. We’ve all got our earthly duties and hopes 
and ambitions still, You want—— 

PERTWAY. I want Loveday. 

Gurst. Leave that a moment. You want to be 
a director of Marconi, I suppose, and a man of note ; 
Robinson wants to see an improvement in the birth- 
rate; Chase wants to marry Irene Martinetti; Miss 
Shelton merely wants to go home. 

PrerRtway. And what do you want ? 

Gurst. I—I want to represent England against 
America at polo. 

Pertway. A proud ambition ! 

Guest. You can’t be expected to understand what 
that means, and I couldn’t explain it. It is enough 
that all our hopes and ambitions will be extinguished 
_ if we die on this infernal rock. I suppose my love 
for Loveday dazzled me and I couldn’t see that—that 
it was too selfish. I don’t want her to die. I don’t 
want anybody to die. | 
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Prertway. Well, it’s up to you then. 

Gusst. I know it is. I’m beginning to feel that 
I may have been wrong. Yes—I was too hasty. Of 
course, when you came to life again the case was altered. 

Prertway. I should rather think it was. 

Guest. Iseethat. I ought to have seen it sooner. 
I don’t want her to die. She mustn’t die. I give her 
up—to save her. 

PERTWAY. You give her up—to save her ? 

Gusst. Ido. To save her life. 

Prertway (slowly). What—precisely—does that— | 
mean ? 

Gusst. You will give her her life if she will give you 
herself. That is your condition. Well? (PERTWay 
hesitates.) Well? Good God, man. Isit not so ? 

Prertway. Yes. Oh, yes. You can put it like 
that, I suppose. 

Gusst. Then she shall go back to you and her life 
shall be saved. 

PrrRtway. Too late. She will never come back. 

Gvurst. You think not ? 

PrrRtway. Too late, I tell you. You can’t undo 
what you have done. She’ll never come back to me, 
never. She would sooner die with you than live with 
me. But I shall die first. Yes, I shall be the first to 
die now. 

Gurst. That’s your business. But surely it isn’t 
your business that she shall die too—the woman you 
have loved and lost! Are you going to starve her 
to death and all these other innocent people ? 
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Prertway (fiercely). Don’t go back over that. , I 
won’t discussit. D’youthink you can shake me now ? 

Gurst. No. If your heart can’t shake itself, no 
man can. But I held you here to tell you that you 
shall have her back. I am going to send for her. 
She will go back to you and you shall save her life. 

PERTWAY. How can you make her come back ? 
She loves you. 

Guxst. She is a child. If she loves me, as you 
say, she will do as I tell her. 

PERTWAY (roughly). Look here! What does this 
mean? You couldn’t do that if youloved her. You 
simply couldn’t. Have you been deceiving her? Ican’t 
quite follow a man giving his girl away if he loves her. 

GurEst. Myloveissentencing hertodeath. That’s 
the pointtoremember. Therefore, I must stifle my love. 

PERTWAY (mystified). I can’t follow. I can’t— 
can’t follow that. But it makes me feel—— 

Gusst. Small,eh? But not repentant ? (PERT- 
way is silent.) Go. Wait out of sight and hearing. 

Prertway. You mustn’tdothis. You shan’t do it. 

GUEST (going wp stairway and calling). Loveday ! 
Loveday !—Go. 

Prrtway. It’s no use. It’s no use. (He climbs 
on to upper platform.) She won’t. I tell you it’s no 
use. She—— 


(LovEDAY appears at the head of the stairway Rk. She 
looks interrogatively at the two men. PERTWAY 


slowly goes off up the stairway L.) 
6 
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LovEDAY (watches him go and descends to GUEST). 
It’s no use, eh ? 

Gusst. I have spoken to him, Loveday. We were 
quite calm. We only discussed our duty. It is a 
question of duty now. Pertway, remember, is a 
genius. 

LovEDAy. A genius ? 

Guxst. It was your word for him when you loved 
him. There is greatness in the man—even faith. 
He worships you. He’s a fanatic, but how can we 
blame him? MHaven’t I been doing exactly the 
same ? In fact, Ernest Pertway will make a perfect 
husband. 

LovepAy. No doubt, for somebody, Lewis dear. 
But not for me. 

Gusst. Hethinks otherwise. Itis for your sake— 
only for your sake, Loveday, that he refuses to yield. 
He is a man inspired with a certainty—the certainty 
that he is the only husband in the world for you. He 
may be rude and ridiculous and wrong-headed ; but 
T’ll tell you where his strength lies. He’s single- 
hearted. 

Lovepay. That means that he is selfish. We’ve 
got to be greater than ourselves sometimes, and we’re 
going to be—you and I. 

Gurst. Yes, we’re going to be. But the greatest 
thing and the hardest is to be great for other people, 
not ourselves. You are going to be great for others. 
And I for you. (With passion.) What is all the world 
against your precious life ? 
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Lovepay. Oragainst mylove ? Are we not one ? 
Guzst. No, we’re not and never can be now. 
Lovepay. One in death if not in life. 

GurEst. But the others—remember them—as I 
remember you. 

Lovepay. They have spoken for themselves. 
Need you remind me of them, dearest ? What is life 
to us if we are to live it separately ? 

GuxEst. Lifeis life. You shall not die, Loveday. 

Lovepay. I will die—a thousand deaths, if need 
_ be, and die laughing in your arms. 

Gusest. To be hungry—to be thirsty—to starve 
by inches with the sea-birds waiting to feast on us ! 

Lovepay. Yes, Lewis. It will be very terrible. 
(Her eyes scan his face.) But love can make the 
ugliest death beautiful. You’re not frightened, Lewis? 

Guxst. Iam frightened—for you. 

LoveEpDAy (relieved). Ah dear, I knew it was for me. 
Of course, of course you are afraid for me. But you 
need not be, Lewis. I will die happy—with you. 

Guzst. You are very sure of yourself. 

LovEepDAY. Because I am sure of your love. 

Gusst. Loveday, you must not think so lightly 
of death. You shall not die. You—to die—for my 
sake! Do you think, dear, I would ever allow 
that ? 

Lovepay. Lewis dear, what are you coming to ? 
What are you going to ask me to do ? 

GuEST. You must renew your pledge to Ernest 
Pertway. | 


Pi 
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LovepAy. I must give you up? I must pay his 
price ? 

Gust. Listen, Loveday dear. A straight man 
will always die for a woman, but no straight man will 
let a woman die for him if he can help it. Once you 
were happy with Pertway. Ican’t forget that. Then, 
ignorant of your happiness, I interfered. I won you 
from this poor chap. And my love has become a 
curse. I must killit,if I can. You must forget that 
IT ever existed. Perhaps—Loveday—I was not worthy 
—perhaps I should prove unworthy. Perhaps it is for 
the best that—— 

Lovepay. You are cruel, cruel ! 

Gurst. I hoped to shame the man. I have to 
some extent, but he has not flinched. I don’t think 
he ever will flinch. 

Lovepay. You to desert me! One can under- 
stand the others not caring. A little stupid girl— 
that’s all I am to them. But to you—TI thought I 
was all the world to you! 

Guest. And will be for ever, Loveday—for ever, 
Loveday. I am still on your side. Never in the 
history of love was a man so much on the woman’s 
side. Loveday, have you no pity for me ? 

Lovepay. If one could see it from the outside, if 
one—but I can’t, Lewis, I can’t. I’m only conscious 
that I’m losing you and that you are willing to let 
me go. 

Gurst. I am willing to let you live—Loveday. 
Loveday, there is a future. 
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Lovepay. There is a future if we die together. 

GusEst. There is a future, dear, in this world, 
that might yet be very glorious. | 

LovEDAY. What doesthat mean 2? I don’t under- 
stand. 

Gurst. You will—go back to your first love. 

Lovepay. And we shall be saved ! 

Guest. Yes. And—— 

Lovepay. And what, Lewis ? 

Gurst. Loveday, I’m an ordinary human being, 
not a gilded angel—I play a clean game at polo, 
but if anyone plays the dirty on me, or my pony— 
why I—very rotten, of course, and it shocks you 
I can see. But, Loveday, if you were thirty and a 
man, you'd be saying the same thing to me if I were 
nineteen and a girl. 

LOVEDAY (very gravely). Lewis, if I give my word 
to him I keep it. 

GuxEst. Yes—of course—of course, Loveday. 

Lovepay. I deceived him once. You know how 
and why. I shall not deceive him again—now are 
you willing to save my life ? 

Guest (deeply moved). God help us ‘oh ! 

LOVEDAY (flinging her arms round him). No, dear. 
That’s right. I will stay with you. We may be 
saved yet. Love is greater than death. You wouldn’t 
exchange our present happiness for long years of 
sorrow ? Lewis dear, kiss me, kiss me. Say you will 
not give me up. 

GUEST (mastering his emotion and Ata her away 


86 BED ROCK [AcT 11. 


from him). I think I’m doing right. I don’t know. 
At any rate, ’ve chosen. You must go back to him. 

LovEDAY (simply). I love you. I will obey you. | 
(Guxst hangs his head.) Give your order, Lewis. 

GuEstT. Oh have pity, dear, have pity ! 

Lovepay. I have no pity. I only know what I 
want. But I will obey the man I love. (She waits 
for a reply, but gets none.) Listen, Lewis. Take me 
in your arms, if [am to goto him. It will be for the 
last time. (GuzEsT hesitates.) It will be for the last 
time. 


(He puts out his arms. She shrinks from him in agony 
and a cry of despair escapes her lvps as she is taken 
in his arms. He kisses her passionately. Her 
knees give way under her and she appears to have 
fainted.) 


GUEST (anxiously as he supports her). Loveday ! 
Loveday ! 


(He helps her to a seat in the centre of the rocky slope to 
the upper platform. She leans back very pale and 
limp. GuzEST hurries up stairway R. and calls out.) 


GusEst. Miss Shelton! Miss Martinetti! Mr 
Masterman! Quickly! 


(PERTWAY appears on the rocks up L.) 
PrERtTWAY (hurrying down). What's the matter now ? 


(He sees Lovepay and hurries to her side. GUEST 
hastens to the water barrel on the upper platform 
and gets a cupful for LOVEDAY. 
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CHARLOTTE, IRENE, MASTERMAN, NoRMAN, and RoBIn- 
son hurry on from up hk. The two women go at 
once to LovEDAY’s side. Gust brings her the 
water.) | 


Guest. The poor girl has fainted. . 
CuHarRLoTTe. And no wonder! Ah, she is coming 
to. 
(LOVEDAY sits wp.) 


LovepDAY (as if wandering in her mind). Lewis! 

Lewis ! 
(PERTWAY draws away from her.) 
Pll die with you, Lewis. Where are you? (She gets 
up and goes to GuEST who stands f.C.) ll die with 
you. (She clutches his arm.) Oh no, of course not. 
(She presses her hands to her head.) Ive given you up, 
Lewis, haven’t I? (She totiers and GUEST supports 
her.) Yes, that was the last kiss, dear. I’m going to 
live. Tolive. And youarealltolive. I’m to belong 
to Ernest. Where is Ernest ? 
(PERTWAY comes timorously towards her.) 

I treated him very badly. A common man wouldn’t 
have me back. But you’re not common. You're a 
genius—Lewis said so. Will you take me back, dear 
Ernest ? 


(There is a murmur of satisfaction from CHARLOTTE, 
MASTERMAN, and ROBINSON.) 


Prertway (holding out his hands to her). Oh Love- 
day! Loveday! (She comes to him, but hs hands 
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keep her off.) Don’t come near me. I’m not fit. 
I’m not fit. I thought that love was greater than 
truth. Fool that lam. And now—and now. You 
asked me, Loveday. You tempted me. You re- 
member ? When the wireless crackled and snapped 
up above. Your face was so magical—so beautiful, I 
had to answer. Your eyes led me on. Oh, forgive 
me, forgive me ! 

MASTERMAN. Forgive you! You have only to set 
the wireless working and we’ll all fall on your neck. 

PreRtway. Yes. That’s just it. (He commences 
to laugh inan eerie way. It 1s the high, light laughter of 
such tragedy as cannot draw tears.) I lied! I lied! 
(He laughs again.) I know no more about wireless 
telegraphy than any of you. (Points to the case.) 
That’s not wireless—it’s a portable hammock—a 
portable hammock, you silly fools ! 


(Again the eerie laughter, while the others stare at him 
with dropped jaws and staring eyes.) 


CURTAIN. 


ACT III 


The scene is as before, but sunlight gilds the rocks and 
there is warm red light breaking from the east. It 
throws shadows and suggests early sunrise. The 
clothes that hung about the rocks have all been 
gathered together and flung in a heap on the upper 
platform. The characters all wear the same clothes 
as in Act If. 

LoveDAY and CHARLOTTE SHELTON are discovered 
sitting in the two deck-chairs down L. ULovEDAY 
in the deck-chair nearest the footlights. CHARLOTTE 
is finishing off her scarf. IRENE, looking very 
wretched, sits down R. in the portable hammock 
from PERTWAY’S supposed wireless case, and 
NoRMAN Sits on the rock floor by her side. He is 
smoking a cigarette. MASTERMAN sits on another 
box about centre of low platform. WiLLiamM 
DREDGE sits by the tent on upper platform and 
watches the others, biting his nails. 

Important Note: All characters, save IRENE and 
DREDGE and PERTWAY, preserve in this Act an 
artificial air of cheeriness. There 1s horror in 
their hearts, but a British chirpiness in their style. 
The look in their eyes often belies the phrase on 
their lips. 

89 
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MASTERMAN (putting cork which bears a tiny flag into 
bottle). There! Thank goodness, that’s done. The 
world may have to wait for our discovery, but the 
sea is a fairly safe postman. 

Lovepay (wistfully). Lucky bottle! I wonder 
where it will land ? 

MASTERMAN. One cannot, of course, be absolutely 
positive. It is so difficult to calculate the currents 
and the distances. But, if I have guessed right, it 
should be found on the shores of the Sandwich Islands 
in about a year’s time. Of course a ship might see 
the flag and pick it up. 

Norman. Ora shark might and take it down. 

MASTERMAN. What a pessimist you are! By the 
way I should very much like to include your signa- 
tures. Suppose you scribble them here. (He opens 
the bottle again and takes out a paper.) 

CHaRtottTE. I sign nothing I don’t read. 

MASTERMAN. Read it by all means. (Gives it to 
her with his fountain pen.) Where are Guest and 
Robinson ? 7 

Norman. They’re fossicking. 

MastTERMAN. ‘‘ Fossicking ?’”’ What’s that ? 

Norman. They’re on the look out for anything 
that may turn up. Robinson thinks that valuable 
wreckage may have floated over to us. 

Lovepay. We should be helping them. 

IRENE (miserably). If we find any food, we shall 
only prolong our agony. 

MASTERMAN. Well, oddly enough, that is the 
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correct thing to do—to prolong our sufferings. All 
medical men make a point of it. A peaceful death is 
only offered to dogs and cats, you know. Where’s 
Pertway ? 

CHARLOTTE. You don’t want his hateful name, 
do you ? 

MASTERMAN. As a man of science, Miss Shelton, 
I must not permit unexpected phenomena to ruffle 
me. (CHARLOTTE has signed the paper. He takes tt 
from her and gives it to LovepAy.) We make a huge 
fuss about the man and treat him as though he had 
committed some unpardonable crime. (LOVEDAY 
has signed. He takes the paper from her and gives it to 
Norman.) But, as a matter of fact, he has only done 
what hundreds of clerks on their annual visit to 
Margate or Herne Bay have done before him. How 
many young asses have scraped acquaintance with a 
pretty girl and butchered truth to make a fortnight’s 
holiday. 


(NoRMAN has signed. MASTERMAN gives 
the paper to IRENE.) 


Norman. Yes. And generally the girl knows 
it’s all a game too. That’s the great charm of be- 
longing to the lower seni ease you never want 
introductions. 

CHARLOTTE. Does anyone know what Ernest 
Pertway really is ? 

MASTERMAN (taking paper and pen from IRENE and 
going up to the upper platform to give them to WILLIAM). 
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He is a clerk in one of the big lending libraries who 
broke down from too much study and was ordered a 
long rest. The impression I have of him is that he 
has read himself into a state of imbecility with 
modern philosophy. (He recovers paper and pen from 
WILLIAM.) 
(PERTWAY emerges from cave on upper platform. The 
others regard him with aversion.) 

My data and memoranda are complete, Pertway. 
May I trouble you for your signature and occupa- 
tion? (He gives him the paper and pen.) 

PERTWAY (sneering). And future address per- 
haps ? 

MASTERMAN. No—that doesn’t interest science. . 
I have recorded latitude and longitude to the best of 
my ability. | 

PERTWAY (signing the paper and returning it). We 
ought to be helping Guest and Robinson. 

CHARLOTTE. We don’t wish to speak to you. 

Norman. And we don’t wish you to speak to us. 
You are pointedly requested to lie absolutely 
doggo. 


(MASTERMAN puts his bottle in the tent.) 


PERTWAY. Perhaps I can help you still, though I 
can’t save you. We all make mistakes and we’re all 
mad sometimes. My crime was only bad judgment 
and inexperience. I knew that civilised people all 
get on quite well without truth. I knew that where 
two or three human beings are gathered together 
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there is a lie in the midst of them. How could I 
tell that you couldn’t keep it up on a desert island ? 


(He goes off down the stairway down R.) 


CHARLOTTE. The wretch is right for once. We 
must do what we can. (She rises and puts her crochet 
work on the chair.) There’s my last scarf knitted. 
Come and fossick, Loveday. 

Norman. We might find something really useful. 
My cigarette holder, for instance, or a bottle of whisky. 

MastERMAN. Water, not whisky, is the vital 
problem. We have only that little barrel full. We 
must cherish every drop. If this abominable fog 
would only turn into rain. Can you get down by 
yourself, Miss Shelton ? 

CHARLOTTE (who is going down stairway down R.). 
I think so. I think so. 

MasTERMAN. Hold my hand. We’ll go down 
together. Carefully, Loveday. 


(He takes CHARLOTTE’S hand and descends. Lovz- 
DAY follows them. WILLIAM rises and slinks into 
the cleft.) 


Norman. You'll come, Irene, won’t you ? 

IRENE (rising languidly and laboriously from the 
hammock). Yes, dear. Norman, Norman, I am 
afraid I am not facing this well. 

Norman. Irene, my darling. (He takes her in his 
arms and kisses her.) It isn’t quite in your line, 
that’s all. 
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IRENE. No, itisn’t. I can face life ever so bravely, 
but not death. You’re all so different. Life almost 
seems to bore some of you, but you don’t appear to 
mind death in the least. You have no sense of 
proportion. That’s it. The English have no sense 
of proportion—no imagination. 

Norman. Mustn’t show the white feather. 

IRENE. Some of you even crack jokes—especially 
you. It’s weird, weird. I can’t understand a man 
laughing when his eyes are hollow and his cheek is 
white. I felt braver yesterday, but I’m weak to-day. 
You, the hungrier you get, the more you laugh. Why 
don’t I, Norman? Is it the Latin blood in me? 
You English—you are so dull and thick and heavy 
as a rule—and yet—when you’re going to die you 
quite cheer up. Can’t you make me doit too? I want 
to be like you. 

Norman. Oh, I say, don’t get the miserables, old 
thing. Hang it all, we’re not down and out yet. I’ve 
got six cigarettes left. 

IRENE (tmpressively). You are wonderful—wonder- 
ful. And I love you, but I don’t understand you in 
the least. 


(She goes down the stairway followed by NORMAN. 

As soon as they are gone, WILLIAM steps out of the cleft 
and going to the barrel of water turns the tap and 
puts his mouth under it. He drinks greedily, 
returning to the tap again and again. Suddenly he 
looks up, his face distorted with fear. He has 
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heard someone approaching. He rushes from the 
barrel and climbs the rocks till he is out of sight. 
The mad fool has left the tap of the barrel running. 
The audience waiches the water running from the 
tap and pouring uselessly over the rocks. 

Now the voice of Guxst is heard from down RB.) 


Gusst. Don’t let it slip. Take a rest if you’re 
tired. 
Rosinson. I’m all right. Up she comes. I hope 


_ she’s worth the trouble. 


(GuEst and Rosinson enter from down R. carrying a 
large wooden case. It is wet and heavy. They 
stagger to the centre of the lower platform with 
at. Gust has also brought with him a rope to 
which is attached a series of brightly coloured signal 


flags.) 


GusEst. Goodness knows. The case is water- 
tight. 

Rosinson. Probably something eatable. Shredded 
wheat, eh ? or some comforting cocoa. (They kick 
the lid off.) Be careful. Don’t tear your hands on 
the nails. (Gust pulls out some packing.) What 
on earth is it ? | 

Gurst. Heaven knows. (They pull away some 
more packing.) Good Lord, what an awful sell ! 

Rosinson. Nothing nourishing ? Nothing help- 
ful ? 

Guest. A gramophone. 
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Ropinson. A gramophone! My dear sir. 

GuxEstT. See for yourself. 

Ropinson. Well, I’m bound to say that this is 
very extraordinary. A student of desert - island 
literature is accustomed to pianos being washed 
ashore or even harmoniums—but a gramophone ! 
The heavens are jesting at us. 

GuEsT. Push the damned thing out of sight. 
(They push the case up R. against wall of lower platform.) 
We'll fly these flags anyway. It’s a thousand to one 
against a ship, but if it comes, they’d attract attention. 
Hang on to that end. I’ll fix the other as high as 
possible in the cliff. 


(ROBINSON goes on to upper platform and fixes his end 
| of rope round PERtTway’s case. Guxst climbs 
up out of sight with the other end.) 


Rospinson (rubbing his hands together). You’re 
certainly making the place look more cheerful. But 
I believe that the flags should be flown upside down to 
indicate distress. 

Guxst (from above). It doesn’t matter. If they 
see them at all, they'll come. By Jove, Robinson, 
do you know what to-day is? (He descends to upper 
platform.) 

Rosinson. Yes, I’ve got it notched down on a 
stick somewhere. Where on earth did I put it ? 

Gurst. It’s the fourth of June. The procession 
of the boats. Were you at Eton ? 
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Ropinson. No. Berkhampstead Grammar School 
and the Regent Street Polytechnic. 

GUEST (musing). The fourth of June. By Jove! 
So it is. Those flags put it into my head. (He sits 
on a box on the lower paiform, his head in his 
hands.) 

ROBINSON. The fourth of June. I thought you 
were going to say it was Lifeboat Sunday. I have 
done much for lifeboats in my time. Here is a case 
_ when a lifeboat might do a little for me. 

GUEST (his thoughts leagues away). Yes, yes. 

Ropinson. Shall we go and look for birds’ eggs 
again ? | 

Guxrst. My dear old chap, there’s not a damned 
egg on the island! 

Rogpinson. I believe you’re right. The birth-rate 
seems to be declining everywhere. 


(Enter WitL1aM climbing up the stairway down R.) 


Wiui1AmM. I can see nothing to eat, gentlemen. 
Rosinson. And if you had, we shouldn’t have 
seen it. | 
(WILLIAM goes on to the upper platform 
and sits down.) © 


NorMAN (ascending by stairway R. and carrying a 
light folding bridge-table with green baize cover). Now 
look what I’ve found! A jolly little bridge-table. 
Now if somebody else only comes across the cards—— 


Gusst. What an optimist you are, Chase. 
7 
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Norman. I don’t know. No good grizzling. 
Every little helps. What have you done ? 3 

Guzst. The signal flags. They may be seen. 

Norman. They remind me of Tonbridge Cricket 
Week. Were you at Tonbridge ? ; 

Gurst. No. — 

MASTERMAN (from off). Can one of you fellows help 
me ? 

Norman, You haven’t found a pack of cards, I 
suppose 2? 


(GuEST goes down R. to help MASTERMAN.) 


RoBINSON (gazing down at them). It’s exactly the 
sort of box they pack washing-powder in. Still, ’m 
not in a position to criticise anybody’s discoveries. 

Norman. What the dickens is it ? 


(MASTERMAN and Gust bring up a square bow.) 


MASTERMAN. It is aspecial chemical food to induce 
poultry to lay eggs. 

NormMan. We don’t want to lay eggs. 

MasterMan. No, sir. We have no ambition to 
lay eggs. But this must be very nutritious. Food, 
after all, is food. 

Guest. I don’t think Ill risk it. One might be 
reincarnated as a Leghorn or a Wyandotte. (They 
break open the case.) 

Norman. It doesn’t smell too nice. 

GueEst (reading directions). You have to mix it 
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with water. So that’s no good. We can’t spare a 
drop of water. — | 
Norman. Irene—and Loveday too. 


(MASTERMAN pushes chicken-food box up L. against 
wall of lower platform.) 


Gusst. They don’t appear to be carrying anything. 

Lovepay (still off). Vve got thirteen pieces of a 
jig-saw puzzle. 

Norman. Well done, you. Nothing makes yon 
forget trouble like a jig-saw. 3 


(LovEeDAY comes to the lower platform followed by 
IRENE and puts jig-saw pieces on the bridge-table.) 


Norman (to IRENE). And what was your bag ? 
IrenzE. I have drawn blank, but Miss Shelton got 
something. 


(She finds a seat on the rocks slightly up R. Norman 
and LOVEDAY put j1g-saw puzzle together.) 


Guest. [ll help her if she’ll allow me. (Goes 
down.) 

CHARLOTTE (below). Ive found some oranges—real 
oranges. 

MASTERMAN. Good. A very valuable discovery. 

Ropinson. Most important— most important. 
There is a tremendous amount of sustenance in an 
orange. And we can plant the pips. 


(GuEsT brings up a broken case of oranges. 
CHARLOTTE follows him.) 
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CHARLOTTE (excited). There aren’t many in it, 
but it’s something, isn’t it ? ving 

Ropinson. Ten !—there are ten here! One each 
and one over. A priceless find. I congratulate you 
heartily, Miss Shelton. You must keep the odd 
one. 

CHARLOTTE. Thanks. I never eat them myself. 
Fruit doesn’t suit me. What have you got ? 

Ropinson. Ahem !——we were not so fortunate. 

CHARLOTTE. At a moment like this everything 

ought to be some use. “ie 


(PERTWAY comes up from down R. Nobody notices 
him. He goes and sits on the rocks up L.) 


MASTERMAN. You are a benefactor indeed, Miss 
Shelton. I ought really to record your find in my 
notes. Ah! That reminds me. (He gets bottle from 
tent.) | 
Lovepay. Oh, the flags! Look, Aunt Charlotte. 
How pretty ! 

CHARLOTTE. They remind me of many a pleasant 
little bazaar. JI remember once how we raffled the 
vicar’s portrait for twelve shillings. 

NorMAn (in reference to the puzzle which he and 
Lovepay have nearly got together). What do you 
make of it 2 

Lovepay. The  vicar’s  portrait—er—I mean 
Niagara Falls. 

Norman. Bad shot! It’s the Trooping of the 
Colours. 


ACT III] BED ROCK 101 


MASTERMAN (returning with botile). I want your 
signature, Guest, and yours, Robinson. (He gives 
GUEST paper and pen.) 

Roprnson. I suppose I might not include just a 
line to my wife and children ? 

CuHaRLoTTE. And I have finished my last scarf 
for the Free Ozone Fund for Distressed Gentlefolk. 
T should so much like to send it, Mr Masterman. 


(MASTERMAN takes paper and pen from GUEST 
and gives them to ROBINSON.) 


Norman. Ireally ought to forward my subscription 
to the Cocoa Tree. It’s long overdue. 
Irene. Norman! Norman—for God’s sake 


(NorMAN goes to her and soothes her.) 


MASTERMAN (faking paper and pen from ROBINSON 
and sealing up the bottle). Impossible—quite out of 
the question! You should all have thought of these 
things before and got your own bottles. I can’t 
allow this belated sentimentality to endanger my 
documents. (He puts the flag in the cork.) I shall 
launchthem atonce. Our last link with civilisation— 
my farewell to the Royal Society. 

CHARLOTTE. My scarf would have been much more 
useful. 


_ (MasTERMAN disappears down the stairway down R. 
CHARLOTTE and Lovepay follow him to the top 
of the stairway and stand watching him.) 
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GuEsT (standing above box C.). We had better see 
what we’ve got in the way of food. | | 
(Witi1AM hurries down from the upper platform.) 
We’ve eaten everything in the box up there, I think. 


(He jerks his head towards a box on the upper platform.) 


Norman. All but a little tongue and three pots of 
salmon and shrimp. 

Gurst. Well, let’s see what Mr Chase has provided 
in this box. 

Norman (coming to R. of Guust). It’s a case of 
tinned meats. My Lord! Shan’t we get sick of it ? 

Rosinson (coming to L. of Guest). You had better 
handle the commissariat, Mr Guest. You will divide 
it accurately. 

Gurst. There is nothing to divide except this 
boxful. (He has taken the lid off the box, which 
stands C., and looked in it.) Oh, what about your 
fish, Robinson 2 

OTHERS. Oh yes, the fish! 

Rosinson. I cooked it in the embers of the fire 
last night and ate a very small portion. 

Norman. Good. : 

Rosinson. Far from it. The remainder I threw 
to the sea-birds. They wouldn’t look at it. 

GusEst. Bad as that, eh ? 

RoBINson (putting his handkerchief to his mouth). 
Not since I smoked my first cigar—— 

- GuEst. Well, well, perhaps we’ve something decent 
here. 
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Norman (uneasily). Of course the serious business 
of getting grub was put off till too late. You mustn’t 
blame me. I thought what I put in the other box 
would be quite sufficient till we got a ship. 

LovEepDAy (who with CHARLOTTE is watching MASTER- 
MAN launch his botile). There it goes! How tiny it 
looks on the sea. 

Rosinson (fo GusEst). Well, let’s see what they 
contain. I always carry a tin opener on my watch 
chain and have never regretted it. Here you are. 


(GuEsT begins to open a large tin.) 


MasTERMAN (ascending to platform and turning 
round to watch his bottle). It has caught in a sort of 
eddy. Ah! Now it’s off, I think. 


(MasTERMAN joins the party round the box. LOVEDAY 
sits on hammock down R., CHARLOTTE standing 
by her. IRENE still sits wretchedly on the rocks up 
R. and PERtTWAY sits up L.) 


Guxst. You had better join us, Pertway. You 
must be as hungry as we are. 
(PeRtTWAY shakes his head.) 
Chase, divide those oranges. 


(NorMAN takes the orange box to IRENE who 
takes one.) 


RoBINsON (as GUEST opens tin). I don’t like the 
look of it. It should be labelled. Why isn’t it 
labelled ? 7 
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MastTERMAN (to Gusst). What is it ? 

Gurst. I don’t know. Anybody ever been to 
Chicago ? . 

Wittram (angrily). It isn’t food at all. It’s. 
blacking ! 

MasTEeRMAN. Wecan’t be sure of that till we try it. 

Rosinson. Perhaps it’s a sort of Russian caviare. 

Norman. Bolshevist caviare! Oh, Lord ! 

Gusrst. I believe it’s furniture polish. 

Rogpinson. Don’t say that. If there’s one thing 
on earth we really don’t want just now—— | 


(There is a pause in their conversation while 
GUEST opens the tin.) 


Norman (after handing orange box to LOVEDAY). 
Do you mind introducing me to your aunt ? Funnily 
enough we’ve never met socially. 

Lovepay. Certainly. Mr Norman Chase—Miss 
Shelton. 

Norman. How d’you do? Will you have an 
orange 2? (He might be offering her an ice between 
dances.) 

CHARLOTTE. Thank you—lI do not eat them. 

Norman. Just this once ? 

(CHARLOTTE crossing, sits on the deck-chair.) 

WILLIAM (as GuEsST forces open the tin). Treacle! 
It’s black treacle. Damn and blast ! 

Rosinson. <A dreary form of nourishment — 
still_—— 

GuEstT (drily). Congratulate you, Chase. 
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Norman. Great Scott! Is it all treacle ? 

MasterMan (who has been turning out all tins). 
Obviously. They are all alike and the same weight. 
We have here about a hogshead of superior 
molasses. 

Norman. How utterly rotten! I never thought. 
I say, everybody, I’m awfully sorry. They looked 
like tins of bully beef from the outside. 

Rozsinson. Then all we’ve got between us and 
starvation is a score of tins of treacle and the 
remains of the tongue and potted salmon and 
shrimp. 

Pertway. This is all my fault. Can’t you see 
everything turns back on me ? 


(NorMAN hands round remaining oranges 
to the men.) 


Wiuu1AmM (fo PeRTway). Yes, you devil. We’ve 
got you to thank for this. 

PrrRTway. I’ve said so. I’ve shortened your lives 
by afew weeks. Youcan have myshare. (He waves 
away oranges offered him by Norman.) You needn’t 
draw lots. 

Norman. “‘ Draw lots.’”? Good Lord, my dear 
chap, we’re not cannibals. 

Witiiam. Not yet—but we may be. Life’s worth 
a good deal. 


(PERTWAY sits with his face between his hands, 
staring out to sea.) 
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Ropinson. I advise that the oranges be kept till 
the evening—or better still—till to-morrow morning. 

MasTERMAN. Good. These oranges may make all 
the difference. I suggest that one is peeled and 
divided every twelve hours. We might have some 
water now. Atleast [ll have mine. 

Norman. What about the chicken food ? 

MasterRMAN. The chicken food will, I think, sa 
the last thing before—before we draw lots. 


(There is a silence. It 1s impossible to be exactly 
cheerful about the chicken food. Suddenly IRENE 
bursts into tears.) 


“Norman. Look here, I say. Buck up. Have a 
cigarette. 
Gusst. <A good drink of water, Irene. (Goes to 
water barrel on upper platform.) 
LovepAay (going to IRENE). Come, come, Irene 
dear. We must all put a brave face on it. 
Gusest. What the devii——! It’s empty—the 
water barrel’s empty. | 
MastERMAN. Good heavens! It can’t be. 
Gurst. Dry, I tell you. Who has touched it ? 
Norman. There’s only one could. 
Guest. William! 
_Masterman. Look at his face. 
Wittram. I—I—no, I swear I only—just a thimble- 
ful—I was dying of thirst—a tiny drop. 
Guest. Liar! You took it all! ) 
Ropinson. You cowardly wretch! I hate to 
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think that a decent desert island has been con- 
taminated by such a ruffian. 

Witiiam. I didn’t. I-swear I didn’t. And now 
Pll die without a character. It’s cruel. It’s—curse 
you all! Curse everything! Why should I die ? 
A man that never harmed a living creature. It ain’t 
fair—it ain’t just—it ain’t cricket—and my old mother 
depends upon me for everything. Look here! I’ve 
saved up seventy-five pounds. All honest. In bank 
notes. A man can’t die worth seventy-five pounds. 
I won’t—I won’t die. Dammy, I won’t. (Flings 
himself down and groans and beats the ground.) 

GusEst. Sit on his head somebody. 


(NoRMAN and ROBINSON go to WILLIAM.) 


Witr1am. Why wasI born? Why wasI born ? 

Norman. Ask me another. | 

Roprnson. Leave this man to me. I’ve expected 
something of this kind. (Loudly to W1tu1AM) Listen, 
William Dredge. Among our many disappointments 
on this unfortunate occasion, you are the greatest. 
In the hour of need we looked to you, we counted on 
you. Why? Because you belonged to the pro- 
letariat. It was from your class that the salvation 
of the world was coming. The workers were going 
to right all wrongs and regenerate the earth. The 
Waterloos of the future were not to be won on the 
playing-fields of Eton, but in our factories and brick- 
fields. You were our uncrowned king, who, by force 
of genius and the might of the class you represent, 
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would rise superior to this situation, conquer the 
difficulties, and be our guide and saviour. A magni- 
ficent opportunity was offered you by Providence— 
and look at you now. I’m bound to say, William 
Dredge, that while I have always stood for the old- 
fashioned Liberalism of Mr Gladstone, I do so no 
longer. We shall all die Conservatives, reactionaries, 
backwoodsmen ; and it is you who have decided us. 

Norman. Hear! Hear! 

CHarRLoTTE. Most admirably put. 

WILLIAM (recovering somewhat). I’m a Conservative 
myself, but death’s death, ain’t it? And because 
I’m the first to feel it-—-— 

GusEst. Come on up here and listen to me. Hide 
yourself from decent people. (He takes him by the 
scruff of the neck and leads him on to second platform 
and into cleft.) 


(LovEDAY leaves IRENE and sits again 
on box down RB.) 


CHARLOTTE. You can’t expect anybody called 
William Dredge to die like a Conservative. 


(ROBINSON seats himself wp L. against wall on case 
containing chicken food.) 


Norman. It takes some doing, whatever your 
politics are. And the more you’ve Bot to leave 
(looking at IRENE) the worse it is. 
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(He goes to gramophone box with the idea of sitting on 
it and is provoked by curiosity to open it.) 
LovepAay. We were never taught that. When a 
nun died at the convent we all wore white and 
flowers. 
Norman. What’s this? A gramophone ? 
Rospinson. Lamafraidso. Mr Guest. and I found 
it under the rocks. 
Norman. Why ever didn’t you say so before ? 


(He gets vt out of box.) 


MASTERMAN. Death is only difficult because we 
have no practice. To do a thing well, one must have 
practice. 

- CHartorre. It’s a Christian’s part never to 
forget death. I, for one, am perfectly ready. 
(MaSTERMAN seats himself in deck-chair next CHARLOTTE 
and commences to peel his orange.) 
I’ve missed something. Whatever is it ?—I know. 
My air-cushion. (No one makes any comment.) Do 
any of you see it about ? 
_ (A chorus of irritable “‘ Noes” is returned to her.) 
That is where I left it. (She points.) And it’s gone. 
Doubtless William has secreted it. He may even 
intend to swim away upon it. 

LovepAay. Auntie, auntie, for heaven’s sake. It 
doesn’t matter. 

CHARLOTTE. It does matter. It’s the principle of 
the thing. We cannot take much with us—but I for 
one shall certainly take my principles. 
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MASTERMAN. Let us not be theatrical. The 
dignity of man can never be better exhibited than 
when he is face to face with the unknown. 

CHARLOTTE. Nonsense. Death isn’t unknown. We 
know all about it. 

Norman. Look here, let’s have a spelling-bee. 


(He ts fixing up the gramophone on the bridge-table.) . 


MaAstTERMAN. Your flippancy is forced, young man. 
There must be an element of fear. Nature has made 
us fear, but reason—— 

PERTWAY (jumping up). Reason! What do you 
know of reason—any of you? Would there be all 
this bother about dying if reason guided you ? 

CHARLOTTE. | am not aware that anyone but 
William is making a bother about dying. And we 
have no wish to hear your views, Ernest Pertway, in 
any case. : 

Prertway (descending and coming to C. of lower 
platform in his impulsive way). You shall hear them 
—you—you good Christians who make your life one 
long preparation for death! At least you think you 
do. But you don’t. You’re only bluffing. Are you 
ready to die ? Are you willing to die ?—one of you ? 
Are you game? If you are, why do you turn pale and 
look frightened and dread to catch each other’s eyes ? 
Yes, you're frightened because you're fools. 1 know 
more than all of you put together and I’m not 
frightened. Life—Life’s the King of Terrors—not 
Death. Death’s kind. Death—— 
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Norman. Oh, dry up, Pertway. 

PrertTWway (ignoring him). I tell you it’s not real— 
this life you hate to lose. It’s a rainbow on a cloud— 
(NoRMAN at this moment puts the needle of the gramo- 

phone on the disc and the dreadful machine starts 
to whine out the most trying music-hall ditty of 
the period.) 
(continuing despite the vile row)—just one frenzied 
gleam upon the black void whence we come and 
whence we go. Believe that, and you’d laugh at life 
as I do. 

Lovepay. Let Ernest speak, Norman. It does 

him good. 1 


(NORMAN grins and stops the machine.) 


PERTWAY. Humbugs —that’s what you are. 
You’ve longed for the next world all your lives, or 
pretended to, and now you're hating it. You’ve 
thought and talked of the next world—always to the 
disadvantage of this one ; but now you’re up against 
it, you'd give the clothes off your backs to stop 
here. You’d rather live for a thousand years on 
this rock than plunge into eternity as I’m going to 
plunge. 

Ropinson. I warn you against any rash act of 
that sort, Pertway. You plunge at your peril. I, 
for one, shall not attempt to rescue you again. 

Norman. More shan’t I. 

Pertway. But you’re right—you’re all right 
really. This is the life—the grand, glorious life of 
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flesh and blood and sense. This is the life with eyes 
and hands to see and touch; this is the life with 
tongues to speak and hearts to throb and break for 
joy or sorrow ; this is the life worth living, and your 
baffled, outraged reason tells you so, and defies you to 
pretend any longer. Men don’t know how to spend 
life any more than they know how to spend money. 
But you’d know now if you ever got back to it again. 
You’d know how to live now. The Bed Rock has 
taught you that. Bed Rock, eh? Yes, we’ve been 
brought down to Bed Rock all right—down to the 
Bed Rock of our souls ! 


(He begins to ascend to second platform. 
They look at him in silence. LovEDAY jumps up and 
entercepts him.) 


LovepDay (breathlessly). Where are you going ? 

PERTWAY. Good-bye, Loveday. Forgive me. It 
won’t be hard to a heart like yours to forgive me. 
And let me tell you this about the man you love. 
He’s the bravest of us and the best and the sanest. 
He was brave enough to give you up for your own 
sake. Think what that means to such love as his. 
He practised what I preached. Guest’ saman. [’m 
only a monkey beside him. 

Norman. That’s true anyway. 


(Lovepay stands still. PErrway ascends and meets 
GUEST coming out of the cleft.) 


PrRtTway (to GUEST). Good-bye, Lewis Guest. 
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Guxst. No good-byes yet, old man. 


(PeRtWAy climbs up stairway R. and disappears. 

GUEST stands still for a few moments. Then LovEDAY 
climbs to upper platform and flings herself into his 
arms.) 


CHARLOTTE. Has he taken his pot of treacle ? 

MastTeRMAN. Such a defiant attitude to the King 
of Terrors is exceedingly unsatisfactory. 

CHARLOTTE (pompously). We must none of us be 


~ rude to Death. 


Norman. I only hope that when my turn comes, 
no one will tell me to bite on the bullet. That sort 
of thing makes me feel giddy. 

Ropinson. Robinson Crusoe went through all 
this. He wondered why Providence should bully its 
creatures and abandon them; but religion came to 
his aid, and he was bound to say that though he 
might be miserable, all his companions were drowned. 
Why were they not saved ? Why was he singled out ? 
He balanced the evil against the good, and discovered 
that nobody was so wretched but that he might be 
more so. He was not a very nice man when he 
arrived on his island, but think how nice he was 
when he left it! 

Irene. Ah! But he did leave it! We shall not 
leave our island. Nobody will ever know how 
charming we are now. | 

Guest (leading Lovepay down to lower platform). 
Look here, I’m not going to have any moping. The 

8 
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fog is lifting at last. That’s to the good anyway. 
I’m all for another hunt round the beach. i 

CHartortTe. Oh, do let us die in peace, Mr Guest. 

MAsTERMAN. You heard what that poor sectary 
said ? He has gone to destroy himself. 

Lovepay. Lewis! Lewis! Surely we should 
prevent him. 

Gusst. Let every man mind his own business. 
We cling to this life because we believe in another 
life. Give a dog a bone and he is happy; give a 
horse a handful of grass and he is happy; give a 
tiger blood and he is in Paradise; but give a man 
this world only and he is unhappy. We human 
beings are wanderers—always looking for happiness 
outside ourselves. Ernest Pertway is fooling himself 
—we are not. He has put out his own eyes and 
trod on his own spirit. He said this life was all, 
but he didn’t believe it. 

Lovepay. It would indeed be awful if the future 
were a dream. 


(All very still here. Neither head nor hand must move.) 


CHARLOTTE. It is not a dream; it is a certainty. 

MASTERMAN. Strange to reflect that Mr Pertway 
may be the one to welcome us after all. 

Norman. Great Scott! Are we going to his 
billet, d’you think ? : 

Guxst (sitting on box C. of lower platform with 
Lovepay half-sitting, half-kneeling by his side). Once 
in their lives every man or woman is a soldier—that 
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is when they face death. But does the soldier, out- 
numbered and surrounded by bloodthirsty savages, 
- turn his weapon on himself? . No, he dies fighting. 
That chap up there has only run away, that’s all. 

MastERMAN. Life is an Inkermann fought in a mist. 
We are in a mist, but we fight on. | 


(There is a silence. GuEST 1s seated on the box in the 
centre of lower platform. LovEDAY sits on the 
ground at his feet. IRENE and NORMAN are 
seated together on the rocks down R. MaAstTERMAN 
and CHARLOTTE SHELTON sit in the deck-chairs 
down L.,and RoBINnson on the case that contained 
the gramophone. All are very still and grave. 
Ther eyes are fixed seawards.) 


LOVEDAY (wistfully). How beautiful the sea is. 
Norman. On the top—yes. 


(Again a pause while they gaze out to sea. Presently 
from off L. there comes a murmuring sound and 
then a sound of chattering voices, distant at first. 
All look up wonderingly. The voices come nearer.) 


GusEst (excitedly). Pertway’s talking to someone. 
Norman. Surely Old Nick hasn’t come in person ? 


(WiLL1AM re-appears from out of the cleft and looks 
round enquiringly. All rise excitedly. MastER- 
MAN goes to upper plaiform and stands at the foot 
of the stairway leading up L. Now down the 
stairway come ALFRED HARPER and PERTWAY 
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talking excitedly. HARPER carries a paste can 
and brush and a couple of posters. HARPER 
strides down furiously angry, PERTWAY remaining 
about half-way down the stairway. 

ALFRED HARPER is a former British sailor, now em- 
ployed in the Japanese coast-guard service. His 
uniform, though nautical in aspect, is nevertheless 
highly coloured. ALFRED can swear in English 
and Japanese.) 


Harper. Don’t talk to me. You're trespassing— 
trespassing, the whole bally lot of you. Chi-ku-sho! 
Kuta-ba-re ! 

(As he strides down he passes MASTERMAN at the foot 
of the stairway and on reaching lower platform is 
confronted with the others in an wrregular line, from 
left to right CHARLOTTE, RoBiInson, LovepDay, 
Guest, IrpnrE, NorMAN. WILLIAM 1s on upper 
platform near MASTERMAN.) 

How dare you come here picnicking and camping 

out? Eh? What do you mean by it? Can’t you 

read up there? ‘‘ Trespassers will be prosecuted ” 
in good Japanese, each letter a foot high ? 


(All look at MasTERMAN.) 


RoBINSON (faintly). Pienicking ? 

Harper. You know perfectly well you’re only 
allowed here on Tuesdays and Fridays, and then only 
in July and August. | 

LoveDAy (very feebly). Tuesdays and Fridays ! 
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Harper. And look at the damned mess you’ve 
made. You cheap trippers are all alike—don’t know 
the meaning of decency. Lor lummy, if you ’aven’t 
’ad the sauce to bring a gramophone! (Seeing it on 
the bridge-table.) And what are these blasted flags ? 
Do you want to make a bloomin’ Lord Mayor’s show 
of the place? You'll lose me my job, that’s what 
you'll do. What are you messing about here for, eh ? 
After the sea-birds’ eggs, I suppose ? 

Ropinson. There’s not a bird’s egg on the island. 
You can take it from me. 

Harper. Be-ra-bo! Where have you come from, 
anyway ? 

CHARLOTTE. It’s where we were going to was 
worrying us, Mr Sailor. 

GueEst (stepping forward). Will you kindly tell us 
in the name of all that is wonderful who you are ? 

Harper. WhoamlI? WhoamIl? WhoamI? 
Alf ’Arper’s my name, formerly British A.B., now 
coast-guardsman in the Imperial Japanese Customs, 
and I know how to treat young fellers that comes 
it a bit fresh. | 

Gurst. A coast-guardsman! Then where are we ? 

Harrer. Noshima Point, and the sooner you ’op 
off it the better for you. An unfriendly act—that’s 
what it is, and Japan don’t like ’em. 

MASTERMAN. But we are three hundred miles from 
the mainland. 

Harper. This is the mainland, you chump! 
What d’you think it is ? 
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Norman. Not an island ? , 

Harper. Island! It’s only surrounded by water 
at high tide, but it’s low tide now and it’s a two-mile 
walk along the causeway—and you can just do it 
afore the tide comes in. 

Gusst. A two-mile walk! Then it was the dense 
fog that hid the coast. 

Harper. No lip. Who are you, anyway ? 

GuEsT. Who are we? Why man, we were 
wrecked here yesterday morning, sole survivors of 
the—— 

Harper. Sole grandmothers! ’Umbug! If 
you're off that wrecked ship, all the rest of ’em rowed 
ashore. Ship’s cat and all. 

MASTERMAN. Rowed ashore ! 

Harper. They couldn’t walk, could they ? And 
what you want to come here for beats me. Wasn’t 
there anybody with a bit of sense among you? Too 
misty for land-lubbers to see Japan, eh? Well, 
you'd better all jump along quick now, because they’re 
“olding a memorial service for yer at half-past two, and 
with luck you'll be in time to join in the fun. Sling 
it! D’you ’ear. First to the right, then to the 
left, and down the steps. 


(WittiaM gives a wild yell and dashes off up the 
_ stairway L. followed slowly by PERTWAY.) 


Guzst. It was thé fog, coast-guardsman, the dense 
fog. We couldn’t see more than fifty yards, and no 
one has been round the other side of the rock this 
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morning. We thought the game was up, you 
know. 

Harper. Itis. Orf you go. And one of yer had 
better come back with a handcart for all this truck 
or I’ll heave it into the sea. 

Lovepay. But keep the gramophone. It will make 
you feel kinder to us. 

Norman. By your left, forward march! (He turns 
and mischievously sets the gramophone on the bridge- 
table going, to the unspeakable disgust of HARPER.) 


(Slowly, as af in a dream, they file off, the gramophone 
playing them out. CHARLOTTE SHELTON first, then 
RoBInson, then LOVEDAY, then GUEST, then IRENE, 
and then Norman. Lach has to pass MASTERMAN, 
who stands dumbfounded at the foot of the stairway 
L. up which they have to ascend. Hach, in accord 
with his or her temperament, or nature, gives 
MastTERMAN a certain kind of look. He will meet 
none of their eyes. 

When they are gone, MASTERMAN comes to life again 
and advances to the centre of the wpper platform.) 


MASTERMAN (raising his voice over the gramophone 
which still winds away). _Excuse me, Mr Harper, but 
would it be possible to recover that bottle i as 
out there 2 

Harper. Any whisky in it ? 

-Masterman. It—er—contains my—er—rather 
misleading memoranda which—— 

Harpsr (laconically). ’Op it. 
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MastERMAN. Er—yes. (He gets his camera, goes 
towards the stairway L., and then, tumorously, returns 
a few steps.) I suppose you can’t tell me if— 

(HARPER advances on him threateningly) 
—er—yes. First on the right, [think you said. Yes. 


(Lait MASTERMAN up the stairway.) 


Harper (disgustedly). Blarsted mugs! Desert 
island! Three hundred miles! Sole survivors! If 
that ain’t the limit ! 


(HARPER dips his brush into his paste pot and slaps 

 upacouple of small posters in businesslike fashion 

on the wall that backs the lower platform, swearing 

to himself as he does so. They are headed by two 

_ Japanese emblems—a sun within rays. They 
read as follows : 


PIONIC PARTIES STRICTLY PROHIBITED. 


As he pastes up bills the Curtain falls. 

It sinks very slowly at about the same pace as that adopted 
by the characters as they filed off a few moments 
before. 

The Curtain should rise again on an empty stage showing 
posters only, the signal flags gaily fluttering, the 
gramophone in full swing of the chorus of the 
music-hall ditty.) , 


(Characters re-appear for Second Curtain.) 
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“It abounds in examples of good stagecraft, and it has more than 
one capital dramatic situation, an exciting emotional interest, and 
an excellent curtain. . .. It is a virtue in the play that it should 
defy pigeon-holing, and that the kind of stimulus it gives should be 
as varied as the utmost receptive capacity of the audience will allow.” 
—Manchester Guardian (A. 8. W.). 


‘Is based on a clever idea and contains much rich humour.’’— 
Daily News. 


“A fine comedy, fraught with masterly delineation of character, 
and alternating from farce to pathos in a manner that at times 
seems Shakespearean in its aim.’’—Manchester City News. 


‘**'The authors successfully introduce a novel idea which creates 
much laughter.’’—Daily Mail. 


** A play of much interest, novelty, and originality of development. 
Well worthy of its talented authors.”—Sunday Chronicle (Bayard). 


** Full of good things and no end of surprises.’”-—Umypire. 


‘“‘ There is no disputing the high merit of an exceedingly original 
piece of work.” —Daily Dispatch. 
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“THE STAGE” 
Play Publishing Bureau 


is devoted to the publishing of new plays, operettas, 
monologues, etc., and to placing before managers new 
and original plays which, after careful selection, are 
found suitable for London or other production. 

A special feature 1s made of plays suitable for. trial 
production at the various Repertory Theatres throughout 
the country. 

Now available for Professional and Amateur perform- 
ances, the following plays :— 


“ALL’S FAIR IN LOVE?” 


A New Three Act Comedy by FREDERICK WITNEY. 
(3 ladies and 6 gentlemen.) 


“THE WINDMILL MAN” 


Two Act Fairy Play by FREDERICK BOWYER. Produced for three 
years in succession by BERT COOTE at the VICTORIA PALACE. 
(Amateur rights.) 


“APRON STRINGS” 


The Three Act Comedy by HARRIS DEANS. Produced by NIGEL 
PLAYFAIR at the REPERTORY THEATRE, LIVERPOOL. 
(4 ladies and 3 gentlemen.) 


“THE LIMPET” 


Farcical Comedy in Three Acts by VERNON WOODHOUSE and 
VICTOR MacCLURE, as produced at the KINGSWAY THEATRE 
by HERBERT JAY. (2 ladies, 6 gentlemen.) Amateur rights available. 


‘THREE BIRDS” 


Three Act Comedy by H. F. MALTBY, as produced at the CRITERION 
THEATRE by HERBERT JAY. (3 ladies and 3 gentlemen.) 
Amateur rights available. 


Price 2/6 each, paper cover, net. Cloth, 3/6 net. By post, 3d. extra. 


“THE STAGE” Play Publishing Bureau. 


“MRS GRUNDY” 
The Charming Play in Four Acts by MADELEINE LUCETTE 
RYLEY. Produced by Sin JOHNSTONE FORBES ROBERTSON 
at the SCALA with success. (6 ladies, 10 gentlemen.) Professional 
and Amateur rights available. 
“ NOBODY’S DAUGHTER” 


Powerful Play in Four Acts by GEORGE PASTON. Sir GERALD 
DU MAURIER’S big WYNDHAM’S THEATRE success. 
(6 ladies, § gentlemen.) Professional and Amateur rights available. 


Price 2/6 each, paper cover, net. Cloth, 3/6 net. By post, 3d. extra. 


‘“ BETTY’S LAST BET” 


Charming Comedy of Youth, in Three Acts, by EDITH ELLIS, the 
famous American Author. (6 ladies, 5 gentlemen.) Professional and 
Amateur rights available. 


“WHOSE LITTLE BRIDE ARE YOU?” 


Another Clever Farce Comedy by EDITH ELLIS. 
(5 ladies, 5 gentlemen.) Professional and Amateur rights available. 


Price 3/- each net. By post 3d. extra. 


Also the following One Act Plays:— 


‘AFTER THE THEATRE ” 


By MICHAEL MORTON and PETER TRAILL. 
(2 ladies and 2 gentlemen.) 


“TWO ELIZABETHS ” 


By NETTA SYRETT. Period 1650 and 1924. (In twoscenes, without 
wait. Played by two companies of 2 ladies and 2 gentlemen in each.) 


“THE GREATER LAW” 
By LEONARD WHITE. (4 ladies and 7 gentlemen.) 


“OLD BOYHOOD ” 
By H. F. RUBINSTEIN (3 gentlemen and 1 boy.) 
“STILL ENGAGED!” 
By HAROLD OWEN. (2 ladies and 3 gentlemen.) 


Price 1/- each net. By post 3d. extra. 
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